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It is said Neptune, The King of the Sea, gave Aquamarine as
his gift to the mermaids, and from then on, it has brought love to all who have
owned it. Aquamarine was believed to keep sailors safe and guard them against
storms. Aquamarine is also a healing stone…
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The warmth of the sun traced its feathered rays across her face.


Her thoughts gradually came into focus as she woke. She
opened her eyes and blinked, gazing at the unfamiliar surroundings within the
room. She followed the sunlight toward the curtained window and watched the
rays gently filter through.


She carefully studied the room. Strange objects lined the
walls in front of her bed. They seemed vaguely familiar, yet her memory could
not recall their names. A large black box hung in the corner by seemingly
invisible brackets, its blank glossy screen stared at her in silence. She
studied it a moment hoping to remember, but finally gave up in frustration.


She swept her gaze to the opposite side of the bed. A man
sat in an armchair nearby, he appeared to be in a deep slumber. Rays of sun
played across him, turning his hair a fiery chestnut. Odd designs wove around
his upper arm. Colors and patterns whirled into one, perhaps telling stories of
his past. On his opposite arm, a red car bursting through flames was carefully
imprinted.


A memory stirred within her as she gazed at him. A memory of
the sun, and the seas and the sands. She could smell the salty sea wind again.
Her eyes momentarily fluttered closed. She could see the island. White beaches
and blue lagoons sheltered by billowing palms. The ebb and flow of the tides.
The tendrils of sea grass and tiny crabs it left behind.


She was running from him, this man beside her, on the island
she lived on and loved for years. She didn’t know how many years, for she had
no way to track time. But it was him, she had no doubt. He’d come to take her
away, along with the only other person who lived on the island. Her friend,
Dreams.


She frowned, as she struggled to beckon forth the fuzzy
images in her mind. She could see a shadowy grey building, she could hear the
laughter of children drifting down the gloomy halls. She squeezed her eyes shut
and remembered the orphanage. How much she had hated it there. The daily
feeling of despair, loneliness and isolation.


She’d made a plan one day. She and her friend snuck away on
a foggy night, and made their way to the shoreline. When the time was right,
they quietly crept into a waiting luxury liner and stowed away.


Laughing and giggling in the days that followed, the pair
went virtually unnoticed. They bravely made their way amongst the passengers,
helping themselves to whatever amnesties befell them.


But the days of bliss on the high seas quickly came to an
end. A rouge wave appeared without warning, and nearly capsized the ship. Salty
water had poured across the sun-bleached deck, sending the wealthy passengers
scurrying away.


Rescue tugs were called. The whitened captain, with his glittering
gold buttons and silvery stripes, ordered the passengers into their waiting
cabins. He’d explained to the frightened vacationers the liner would be towed
back to shore. The girls gazed in horror at each other.


They would never go back to the orphanage. Out of
desperation, they tossed several pieces of luggage into the churning waves and
leapt from the crippled ship. They clung to the bobbing suitcases with
relentless determination throughout the night. Where they were headed, they
didn’t know. Nor, did they care.


A day later, exhausted, dehydrated and badly sunburned, the
current finally carried them to a tiny island. The tiny island became their
home. Two unwanted and unloved teenagers had found bliss.


Until the man with hair the color of the island baboons
arrived. The same day the great storm struck.


She opened her eyes, finally able to remember the last day
on the island. The winds had blown a palm tree over. It toppled upon her, and
had crushed her legs. She remembered screaming. She remembered the terrible
pain. It held her tightly pinned against the whitened sands, as the rains beat
down upon her.


He’d done this, the man with the strange pictures on his
arms. He was the reason she’d hidden behind the tree. She gazed down the length
of the bed and hesitatingly lifted the sheet which covered her legs.


She stared at them in horror, and screamed.


“What the hell?” Harmon Steele leapt from the chair, but he’d
awaken too quickly, his body was moving before his feet could catch up. He
stumbled forward, landed against the side of the bed and hit his head squarely
on the metal frame. He moaned in pain.


The girl screamed again.


He pulled himself up, but the moment his face met hers she
bellowed once more and rolled toward the far side of the bed.


His emerald eyes blazed in horror at the brazen girl. Her
arms dangled from the side, reaching for the floor as she tried to pull her
injured legs behind her. He leapt to the far side of the bed, grabbed her arms
and lifted her back onto the bed.


She scowled at him and screamed even louder. The sound
reverberated throughout the room, which sent him stumbling backward in
surprise. She watched with unhidden glee as his leg caught the small table
behind him. His arms propelled madly in the air, reminding her of the small
planes which had often flown above the island.


But his situation was hopeless. He toppled over and crashed
onto the table. Its legs slowly splayed out and quivered, until at last they
exploded across the floor. Splinters of wood flew from beneath as he hit bottom
with a resounding bang.


She glared at him for a moment. Unable to help herself, she
burst into laughter.


“What in Sam hill is going on in here?” Bice demanded, as he
burst into the room.


She gazed at the man in the doorway. This man she’d not seen
before. He was tall and lean, his arms rippled with bronzed muscles. His dark
wavy hair barely skirted his shoulders. Golden brown eyes stared in disbelief
at the mess in the room.


She didn’t care. She opened her mouth wide and howled, until
both men could only stare at her aghast and simultaneously clutch their ears.


Bice rushed to her bedside. In a moment of desperation and
at a lack for realizing the consequences, he clasped his hand across her mouth.


She twisted from under his grasp, and with the swiftness of
a snake bit him.


He squealed and yanked his hand away, staring in shock at
the blistering red teeth marks across his palm. He shook his hand madly, waving
it about wildly through the air until all but the most excruciating of the pain
finally ebbed. “Do that again, I’ll bite you back.”


Harmon sat on the floor amongst the broken pieces of table
and laughed. He shook his head, carefully picking splinters from his pants. “I
warned you Bice, she’s a tiger.” He stood up and brushed the remnants of wood
from his backside.


“Can you talk?” Bice gazed at her, struggling to smile
despite the wrenching pain in his digits.


She was the picture of beauty. Porcelain perfect skin with
the face of a doll. A face models would kill to have or to buy. Flowing locks of
golden hair hung to her shoulders. Her arms were strong and tanned from the
island sun. Plus, she had a damned nice set of teeth. But her aquamarine eyes
burned fire at him.


She glared at him, screwed her face into impossible
contortions until she resembled a side-show carnival mirror, and screamed
again. She didn’t know why she was here, how she got here, nor why the baboon
with strange pictures on his arms dare bring her to this place.


Whatever their reasons she could care less. She’d been
forgotten too many years, which she learned to prefer. She was better off
alone. For the most part that is, except for her friend Dreams.


“I don’ know.” Harmon carefully approached the opposite side
of her bed once again. “She was on the island five years. Do you think she
forgot how to talk?”


“Let’s try this.” Bice leaned over the scowling girl.


“I’m Bice Wayne, and this is Harmon Steele. I’m his
assistant, and friend. He’s a musician, and I manage his band and line up his
shows. You are in his mansion near Los Angeles, overlooking the sea.”


The men watched as a wave of recognition swept across her
face. She blinked and gazed out the window.


She could see the ocean glittering in the distance. She’d
been surrounded by the sea for many years. The rolling blue waters had brought
her to the island. In this place, she could smell faint traces of the salty sea
in the air around her. The azure waters had kept her safe, and brought her
peace.


But long ago, before the orphanage, the same ocean brought
her unforgiving despair. It’d taken her family. Now, those same blue waters had
brought the evil fire-haired man, who’d taken her away from the only peace she’d
ever known.


She gazed at Harmon, standing so casually at her bedside
seemingly swollen with pride for bringing her to this miserable place. He
almost looked happy. It came to her with sudden clarity. The monster was going
to take her back to the orphanage she’d snuck away from.


In an instant, she lurched at him. Her upper body flew from
the bed as she struck with sinewy precision, having mastered the fine art of
climbing the island trees many a dark moon.


Harmon staggered backward in surprise, but she clung to him
with one hand and pounded his head with the other. Her broken legs were once
again dangling from the bed, as he attempted to back away. She didn’t care.


Bice leapt across the room and pulled the maddened teenager
away from his wealthy employer. He pulled her back onto the bed, and pressed
her shoulders to the mattress.


Gasping for breath, he fought the sinewy girl until she
finally tired and lay still.


“She’s angry, Harmon.” Bice muttered. “She’s obviously
blaming you for her injury. Not to mention, taking her from the island.”


“She’ll have to get over it.” Harmon replied. “I won’t have
her attacking me again. Get her calmed down.”


“Have you lost your mind? I’m your manager for God’s sake,
not a damned babysitter.”


Harmon gazed at the girl. Sweat was beginning to march its
silvery beads across her chest as more droplets materialized across her brow.
Her cheeks were flushed pink with anger. He could almost hear the tick-tick
of her internal time bomb waiting to explode once again.


He couldn’t have her hitting his face. His face was loved by
thousands of his fans overseas, even though he hadn’t sold many records
stateside in years. “You live here, you can at least help me teach her to act
like a respectable human.”


Bice eyed the teenager. “How old is she now, twelve?”


“Bite your tongue.” Harmon glared at him, his eyes thinning
to slits. “She was ten when I found her on my beachfront, which was seven years
ago.”


Harmon moved toward the window and drew the curtain back. He
gazed beyond the stained glass pane to the sea below. Waves churned in the
distance. A wave of despair washed across him, prickling him to his very bones.


He could see the very spot where he’d found her. He would
never forget. That day haunted his every waking hour. Eventually, it cruelly
found a way to penetrate his dreams.


He watched through the window, seeing once again the girl
lying in the sand as a single gull chipped away at the flesh on her leg.
Strings of seaweed were caught in her hair and wrapped around her ankles.


Ten years ago, he was a nouveau riche musician who’d
purchased the mansion only days before. His success was more than he could have
ever dreamed. He’d cashed in on his sudden wealth at only twenty five years
old. But that first walk along the west side of his property changed his life
forever.


Her parents laid face down and bloated in the sands nearby.
Dozens of gulls pecked at their bodies. A small wooden boat protruded at an odd
angle against the rocky cliff, some of its battered wood scattered across the
shoreline. Clothing floated in the waves, moving back and forth along the
shoreline as the tide teased the fabric into living forms.


He’d rushed to the girl first. He didn’t know why. Perhaps,
it was because she wasn’t the color of death. Perhaps it was a gut instinct.


He drove the gull away insanely, gently turned her over and
wiped the sand from her face. She opened her hazy aquamarine eyes and stared at
him.


There was something about her eyes. The way the sunlight
caught the golden flecks against the watery blue, making them dance. But there
was something much, much more behind her eyes.


For seven long years he’d never forgotten her eyes. She’d
gazed deep into his soul that day. He knew she could see everything he’d ever
done and every place he’d traveled to. As if he were staring into his own
reflection in a mirror of his life. That day, he’d felt some sort of
unexplainable connection to the dying girl.


The longer he stared into those bottomless eyes, the more he
could feel her probing into the dusty cobwebs of memories long forgotten. The
ocean winds whipped his hair into his eyes at that very moment. The spell was
broken.


He turned and stared at the frightened girl. His belly
suddenly wrenched with guilt. She looked like a trapped animal, staring
straight through his skin and into his soul. As she’d done the day he turned
her over on the shoreline.


He carried her into the house that miserable day, and called
the police.


Silently on the couch she’d lain in shock, until the
officers and child welfare workers arrived. In short order the bodies were
removed from the beach. The last he heard, she’d been taken to an orphanage. No
one came forward to claim her. No one knew her name. Her parents were never
identified. Not a living soul knew from where she’d come.


Harmon gazed at Bice. “I need your help for awhile. She
obviously loathes the ground I walk on. I’ll leave, maybe you can get her to talk.
Or better yet, talk some sense into her. She would have died on that island in
the storm. We were lucky to get out alive. Not to mention her friend would have
died along with her.”


“Dreams?” The girl moaned.


Bice and Harmon whirled around and stared in disbelief at
the teenager. She could talk, she was not a mute after all. She not only could
speak, but was listening carefully to their hushed voices, absorbing their
words in stoic silence.


“Now’s your chance.” Bice shoved Harmon toward the girl. “Tell
her the truth. Tell her why she’s here.”


“No. I can’t. I’m not ready.”


“Do it. She has to know. It will be much easier the sooner
you tell her.”


“Oh hell, not now.” Harmon thought a moment, and carefully
took a step toward the bed. He could feel Bice’s eyes searing sizzling heat
into his back. Invisible spears of fire were propelling him forward.


His shirt might burst into flames if he were to suddenly
stop. He’d make front page of the morning paper, “Man bursts into flames in
his own home, investigators think spontaneous combustion may be a factor.”
At least he’d make the paper that way. It’d been awhile since he’d made front
page of any paper stateside.


He shook his head clear, and took another step toward the
waiting teenager. He stopped a few feet from the bed, slowly pulling the
armchair toward him. Taking great care not to get too close, he eased himself
down. Her eyes still burned blue fury at him.


He slowly inhaled, waiting for all hell to break loose
again. Unbelievably, she remained silent. He sighed with relief.


Finally, he spoke. “Seven years ago, I found you on my
beach, you were nearly dead. You know your parents didn’t make it. I called for
help, but since no one knew who you were or if you had any relatives, you were
sent to an orphanage.”


He didn’t know how much she understood. He watched her eyes,
the glowing aquamarine eyes, the very color of the sea itself, but they would
not give up what she might be thinking.


“I was twenty-five years old when I found you.. Since that
day, I could not forget you. Don’t ask me why, maybe it was the look in your
eyes. From that day forward I thought about you every day no matter what part
of the world I was in. You were stuck in my head. I wanted to do something for
you that day, to somehow help you, but it was out of my hands. I was gone up to
a year at a time on tour with my band.”


She remained silent. He watched her carefully study him. At
least she seemed to be listening.


“Later,” he continued, “I found out they put you in an
orphanage. This sickened me. I felt guilty day and night, for not having the
ability to help find you a home or take you in myself. I could have hired a
nanny for you, sent you to the best schools and given you the life you
deserved.”


She stared at him with disdain. “Spare me your life story.
Tell me where Dreams is.”


“She’s back at the orphanage.” He gripped the arms of the
chair tightly, waiting for the backlash.


“Take me the hell back there!”


“Where did you pick up that language? Tell me the monkeys on
that island didn’t teach you this?”


“From you, you said it. Now take me back!”


“I can’t. I have temporary guardianship of you, until you
are capable and of age to make it on your own. I won’t take you back to the
orphanage. Ever.”


She gazed at him in confusion. “What does that mean?”


Bice chuckled. “It means you get to live here for now. You’re
stuck with him.”


She glared at Bice. “No, I don’t think so.”


Bice defiantly crossed his arms and glared back at her. But
before he could react and run for cover from the demon girl, he watched as she
snatched the book off the bedside table and flung it at him. It whirled through
the air, hit him across the forehead and tumbled to the floor in a whoosh of
pages.


He doubled over in surprise, clutching his head. His hand
still stung where she’d bitten him, now his temple was throbbing. He reached up
and felt the already-forming welt the book had left behind in its supersonic
travels through midair.


Enough was enough. He moved toward her with determination,
leaned over the bed and met her gaze. “You do that again, I’ll knock you in the
head with a book. Got it?”


Unfazed, she grabbed a handful of his long hair and yanked
it.


He was ready this time. He quickly grasped her wrist and
squeezed, forcing her to loosen her grip.


The girl watched in horror as the color ebbed from her
fingers. She realized he meant it, and finally let go. Tears formed in her eyes
as she gazed at the two men. Silently, she slid under the sheet and covered her
face. The fabric soon began to tremble in time with her heart wrenching cry.


Harmon glared at his assistant. “You scared her!”


“She’ll be fine, she’s being a cry baby.” Bice gently pulled
the sheet from her face. “You got a name?”


“Screw you!”


He laughed. “Did I hear you correctly? Is that what they
called you back at the home? I can hear it now at roll call. Annie- here. Beth-
here. Screw You- here. Now go on, tell us your name.”


Harmon burst into a shoulder-shaking round of laughter. This
was better than an movie he’d watched, a hundred times better than the many
hysterical groupie fights he’d witnessed.


She gritted her teeth and glared at Bice. “Heaven.”


Bice stared at her in shock. She was the farthest thing from
heaven he’d ever set eyes upon. “Are you sure it’s not Hell?”


“That isn’t funny. Dreams and I each picked a name when we
lived on the island. I picked Heaven, because that’s what the island was like
for us. Until your baboon friend came along.” She glared at Harmon.


“That baboon saved your life.” Bice replied. “You owe him
that much, Heaven.”


Harmon leaned forward in the chair. He wouldn’t let a
seventeen year old intimidate him. It’d taken months to find her, and for the
longest time it was thought she and her friend had perished at sea.


Their break had finally come when several passengers on the
doomed ship reported seeing the girls leap overboard to the sea patrol. Harmon
sent his plane to circle the nearest archipelago, until one day the pair were
finally spotted.


But the hurricane formed from what seemed a minor tropical
storm. Its dark tentacles reached out behind the vessel as he sailed at full
speed, threatening to drag him and his crew into its watery mansion. He arrived
on the island only hours ahead of the deadly storm.


She ran from him the moment he stepped on shore. He caught
up to her, and begged her and her friend to come aboard with him. He’d tried in
vain to explain to them the monster which lay only miles offshore.


But instead, she’d jerked away from him and turned to leave.
At that moment, a band of heavy rain and gale winds hit the island. The torrent
threw him face first into the sands, as trees buckled and crashed to the ground
around him. The next thing he knew, he was digging her mangled legs from under
a felled tree.


Heaven gazed at him with her mysterious golden tinted eyes. “Why
do you draw pictures on your arms?”


Bice immediately fell into a hearty round of laughter. He
staggered backward against the wall. His laughter steadily grew louder, until
he gave up the last of his dignity and wept.


Harmon glared at his shameless assistant. “I didn’t draw them,
they’re called tattoos. Each picture tells a story, a person I might have known
or maybe a place I’ve been. This one is my car.”


Heaven studied his arms closely. She gazed at each picture
carefully, hoping to decipher the story behind each. Her eyes momentarily
fluttered closed. “Fire. There will be a great crash and fire.”


Harmon frowned. “What do you mean?”


She grew suddenly pale, pulled the sheet over her head and
lay trembling beneath. He could almost hear the unmistakable rattle of her
broken legs clicking together. She finally peered from beneath the sheet. “I
thought I saw a picture on your arm. Never mind.”


Bice moved to her bedside. “You need to get some rest. We’ll
see you later this evening.”


Harmon sat silently for a moment. Finally, he broke his gaze
from her soulful eyes and slowly followed Bice from the room.


* * *
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Bice and Harmon descended the staircase silently.


They walked across the foyer and into Harmon’s study. Bice
took a seat in the rich leather chair facing Harmon’s desk. He could hear the
musician moving behind him. Soon a cork popped from a bottle, followed by the
tinkling of glasses and spirits sizzling against cubes of crackled ice.


“Thanks.” He murmured as Harmon handed him a drink. He could
put it off no longer. There was something very odd about their new houseguest.
Not to mention her temper.


“Harmon, do you realize what you’ve gotten yourself into?”
He asked. “For God’s sake, she was on the island too long. She can’t go around
biting us and pounding you in the head. Now, she’s carrying on about a crash
and fire?”


Harmon took his usual seat behind his majestic desk. He
swirled his drink, gazing at the gold records adorning the walls. Dozens of
them. He’d had it all. Now, something had called him back from touring and here
he was, no plans for a new record or another tour. Only plans to rescue an
unwanted orphan time hadn’t been able to erase from his troubled mind.


She lay upstairs in the very room above his study, a wounded
spirit both inside and out. He sighed. “I don’t know what she could have
possibly meant about a fire. Nor could I have predicted she’d pound me in the
head, or bite you. Apparently she has some anger issues toward me for bringing
her back to the states.”


Bice studied his employer carefully. “Let’s hope her anger
is resolved soon. I came damn close to threatening to shove that book up her
nose.” He rubbed his head halfheartedly.


Harmon laughed.


“What’s so funny? Do you think I like having a teenager
here? What about your career? Don’t tell me I came all the way from Philly to
manage you for naught.”


Harmon sighed and sat his glass down. “I need a break. A
year off would be nice, I’ve been touring the better part of seven years. Stay
on here. Enjoy yourself and relax awhile.”


Bice leaned across the desk and glared at his employer. “How
the hell can I relax when you put that demon that calls herself Heaven in the
room next to mine? Forty damn rooms in this mansion, and you have to put her
practically in my lap.”


He leapt from the chair and stormed to the neat row of
imported ales and liquors. He slammed his glass down, picked up a bottle and
took a long drink directly from it. He sighed in temporary contentment, and
wiped his mouth on his cuff. He knew he’d have to be careful not to drink too
much, or the Philly Monster would rise from the swamps again.


Harmon chuckled at his manager. “Give it some time, she’ll
be fine. She needs to adjust and get used to being in the States again. She has
a lot to catch up on, and we need to help her. You may have any room in the
house after things settle down. Take your pick. Do this for me. You know I’d do
it for you in a minute.”


Their conversation was abruptly interrupted when the study
door flung open with a whoosh, striking the opposite wall. The surprise sent
the bottle Bice held crashing to the floor. Harmon’s housekeeper rushed in, her
dark eyes ablaze.


“Mr. Steele, please come quickly. There are horrible noises
coming from that girl’s room.”


The Mexican woman was dancing from toe to toe, quivering
with fright at the dreadful sounds drifting downstairs behind her. She gaped at
the ceiling above, as if waiting for some supernatural force to swoop down and
teleport her back to her homeland.


“Bonita, her name is Heaven.” Harmon scolded the maid
politely. “Not ‘that girl’.”


“Mr. Steele, come quickly.” She demanded, her eyes wide with
terror. “She is destroying her suite, and I won’t be the one to clean it!”


Bice and Harmon stared at each other incredulously.
Simultaneously, they raced out the study door, and up the long flight of stairs
toward the devil girl’s room.


* * *


She’d waited patiently for the baboon with pictures on his arms and
his sidekick to leave. Quietly she listened as their footsteps faded into
silence down the hall.


She crawled from the bed and inched herself along the floor
toward the room with running water, dragging her wounded legs behind her.


She gazed at the walls from her position on the floor,
searching for an object she could use. Soon, she found what she needed. A large
metal bar was rooted into the wall, which held some sort of colorful cloth.


She hoisted herself onto the slice of wood which protruded
from the wall, and studied the many pretty objects which sat upon it. One at a
time, she lifted each bottle and inhaled their scents. Some contained sweet
liquids which smelled of the island flowers.


She quickly pushed them aside, and studied the cold tube
which was anchored into the wall. She struggled momentarily, lost in time,
trying to put a name to the soft cloth which it held. She pressed it to her
face and inhaled the scent. A towel. That was it, a towel.


She pulled it off and let it fall silently to the floor. She
grasped its holder and pulled with all her strength. Pieces of plaster soon
began to crack from behind it, until a spider web of chips fell like raindrops
across the floor. She pressed her knees into the wall, rocked back and forth
and pulled with every ounce of strength she could muster.


It suddenly gave way and came out of the wall with a whoosh,
throwing her off the counter. She landed with a crash amongst a tumble of
bottles and other lovely objects which had adorned the surface. They shattered
onto the floor around her, filling the air with an almost sickly aroma of every
island flower she had ever smelled in her young life.


As she lay stunned on the cold tile, she could feel the cool
liquids seep into the lovely nightdress she had awoken in, enveloping her in
their powerful fragrance.


Undeterred, she grasped the metal pole and began chipping
away at the hardened stone on her leg. From her knee to her ankle she patiently
chipped. Soon, the crack grew until she was able to wriggle her fingers into
the gap and split it wide open. Pleased, she carefully began working on the
opposite leg.


She stood up and dusted the shards of glass and plaster from
her nightdress. Gazing in disbelief at the mess she’d made, she reddened with
shame. Quickly, she scooped up the pretty bottles into her outstretched gown
and carefully placed them back where they once proudly stood.


She sighed and shook her head in frustration. There seemed
to be many more bottles now. Maybe the morons wouldn’t notice.


She gazed at the two large chunks of petrified earth she’d
pried from her legs. She glanced around in hopes of finding a place to hide
them. Maybe, the baboon and his sidekick wouldn’t see they were missing from
her legs.


Suddenly, she heard footsteps pounding up the stairs.
Frantically, she glanced around the small room, searching for a hiding place
for the broken pieces of earth. But there was nothing to be found in the small
area.


They were rushing down the hall now. Desperate, she quickly
picked the pieces up and tossed them through the doorway toward the darkened
corner in the bedroom. Hopefully, they would lay hidden where they fell.


But too late, she realized with horror she’d missed her
mark. She wasn’t surprised. She’d never been much good at the coconut toss game
back on the island.


To her dismay the heavy pieces spun out of control through
the air and as if in slow motion, crashed out the beautiful picture window with
a reverberating bang.


Harmon burst into the room and gazed at the sight before
him.


What he set eyes upon, his mind could not fully absorb.
Maybe Bice was right. Maybe he should have listened to his manager. After all,
for the most part he’d listened to him the better part of five years. And for
the most part, as much as he hated to admit it, Bice had usually been right
about things. Some things at least.


The girl was standing in front of the window, gazing in unmistakable
horror at him. A large hole in the ornamental glass framed her silhouette. The
ten-thousand dollar, one of a kind artwork he’d flown in from Italy was
destroyed. A salty ocean breeze from the cliffs beyond blew gently through the
ragged opening. The tattered silk curtains billowed in the breeze, tossing
honey colored wisps of hair around Heaven’s pale face.


He stared at her feet. Red and blue, yellow and orange
cabochons from the window littered the floor around her. Amber liquid dripped
from her nightdress, silently falling to the floor amongst the remnants of his
masterpiece.


He noticed a smell. A God-awful smell, as the once still air
churned throughout the suite. The smell of a thousand old perfumes dumped
together and blended into one. An overpowering, sickening scent of a hundred
old ladies gathered around him, poking their bony fingers into his face and
scolding him for lifting a girl’s skirt in class.


But, there was something else. Something more was wrong
other than the shattered window. Something besides the smell. He squinted at
the girl and studied her carefully. He could feel Bice’s hot breath on his neck
millimeters behind him, coming in ragged gasps.


Through watery eyes he gazed at her legs. Her porcelain
perfect legs. The legs which were mangled on the island only a week ago. The
same legs which the doctors told him would never be the same. He’d been warned
she would need years of therapy, and she may still never walk. He hadn’t even
mustered the courage to tell her she’d quite possibly be crippled for life.


He glanced at the calendar on his diamond encrusted watch.
The accident was last Friday. Not two weeks ago, not three weeks ago. Seven
days ago.


He thumped his watched madly and pressed it to his ear. He
struggled to hear the near silent tick-tick-tick of the timepiece. It
was working perfectly. It damned sure better, it’d cost him a day’s salary.


He studied the girl who called herself Heaven once again.
She was standing up normally, bearing her full weight. Her legs were perfect. Normal
and healthy. No scars, nothing out of the ordinary. Her legs looked like they’d
been in a damned shark attack only one week ago.


Now, they appeared as if they’d never injured to begin with.
As if she hadn’t almost bled to death in front of him, before he finally
wrenched the tree from her limp body and stopped the deadly flow.


She moved. He watched as she easily took one step, another
and another, until she was nearly to the bed. She leapt the last few feet
through the air into it, quickly pulled the covers over herself, until all he
could see were her eyes above the sheets.


Her unforgettable aquamarine eyes, with their tiny gold
flecks of sun. The same eyes which had haunted him for years. The penetrating
eyes he’d hopelessly tried to forget.


The phone was ringing. He turned to look at Bice. Bice was
deathly pale, staring in stunned silence at the girl peeking from behind the
covers. He must answer the phone, apparently Bice had checked out on him. His
manager didn’t look well at all. He looked like he needed a very, very long
vacation. The ringing, the blasted incessant ringing continued.


He’d find the phone, rip it from the wall and toss it out
the window. It wasn’t like the window wasn’t shattered anyway. Maybe he’d toss
out the TV as well, for old time’s sake.


Then he remembered. There was no phone in this suite. He’d
had it taken out when his ex-girlfriend who once occupied it, left him for
another musician. One who could sell records in the States. The worthless bimbo
and her smelly perfumes. Good riddance.


The ringing persisted. It grew louder and louder, until it
finally reached a deafening crescendo.


Too late, he realized the true meaning of the high pitched
wail. Dizziness overtook him as his belly began to churn and spin. The room
began to shift. His mouth fell open as he watched the broken window move from
the western wall, and silently march toward the southern wall.


He stumbled momentarily, teetering on the border of heaven
and hell. He hoped he’d fall on the heaven side, he’d honestly tried to do
right in his life. For the most part. Well, some of the time. Actually, once in
awhile.


Mercifully he passed out in a cold faint, never realizing
nor caring which side he landed on.


* * *


Heaven watched as a strange woman dressed in an apron, Bice, and a
large burly man with many long, yellow braids came into the room.


They lifted the fire-haired man from the floor and carried
him silently out the door. The devil who called himself Harmon Steele had
fallen fast asleep on the floor. Maybe he’d gone to sleep because she broke the
window.


She gazed at the once beautiful ornamental pane from her
bed. Her stomach wrenched in dismay. She hadn’t meant to break it. She studied
the colorful squares of glass scattered across the floor.


Her gaze moved to the room with running water. The counter
was littered with shattered bottles and broken decorations, which she’d tried
in vain to place back in order. The metal rod from the wall lay bent and
twisted on the floor amongst pieces of the dried earth she’d pried from her
legs.


His words rang in her mind. He said she would live here, and
he wouldn’t take her back to the orphanage. Maybe this place wouldn’t be so bad
after all. It was better than going back to the home for unwanted children. The
children who found her odd and strange and who stayed away.


Except for Dreams, her only friend. Dreams understood her
and accepted her, when she didn’t even understand herself. Maybe, just maybe,
if she cleaned up the mess and fixed the broken things Harmon would forgive
her. And maybe, he’d bring Dreams back here to live.


She wiped the salty tears from her eyes and quietly slipped
from the bed. She picked up the lovely pieces of colored glass scattered across
the floor. One at a time, ever so carefully, she placed the shiny stones back
into place on the broken pane.


She placed her hand against the glass, feeling as the warmth
of the sun swirled and became one with the heat from within her fingertips.
Soon, she could feel a vaguely familiar searing fire race across her palm.


She held her hand firmly in place, patiently waiting as the
glass beneath became molten lava, melding the broken pieces back into place.
One at a time she worked as sweat trickled down her back, soaking her gown.
Piece by piece, she carefully placed the broken shards back into the pattern
they once occupied.


Finally, all the pieces were back in place. The hole was
gone. The lovely picture of a large bird amongst beautiful flowers once again
adorned the center of the formerly shattered pane.


She was suddenly very tired. She must sleep. She gazed at
the bed, already knowing she could not make it back to its comfort. She
teetered in dizziness a moment, fell to the floor in a heap, gasping in
exhaustion.


The colorful beams of sunlight filtered through the lovely
glass, casting dancing prisms of rainbow hues across her, as she dreamt of her
lost island.


* * *


“Harmon, can you hear me?” Bice shook the musician again.


They’d carried the unconscious man to his suite and laid him
on the bed. Hawk, Harmon’s bodyguard, excused himself to other matters. Matters
which included eating donuts and watching wrestling on TV. Bonita excused
herself, feigning dinner time was right around the corner.


He checked his watch. Harmon had been out nearly two hours.
He needed to wake soon, someone needed to check on the hell girl in the suite
next door. By now she’d be half starved, and from the way she looked and
smelled was in desperate need of a bath. He’d be damned if he would give her
one. She was Harmon’s problem, not his. He shook the musician again.


Harmon moaned, and fluttered his eyes open. “Bice?”


“You’ve been out nearly two hours. Someone needs to check on
Heaven, and I’m not waving my hand in the air as a volunteer.”


Harmon sat up, and gazed around his familiar suite. The
setting sun loomed against the hills in the horizon, their orangey glow
filtered through the window. He suddenly remembered the majestic window in the
suite next door.


His one-of a-kind masterpiece was destroyed. An object d’art
which for all intents and purposes, should be hanging safely in an Italian
museum. No, it wasn’t the window. He struggled to remember why he’d fainted. He
grabbed Bice by the shirt. “Did you see her legs?”


A wave of confusion made its way across his assistant’s
face. “Yeah, I did. I don’t know Harmon, you sure brought back some kind of
freak from that island.”


“How the hell did she do that?” Harmon cried. “It’s
impossible, do you hear me? Impossible. I saw her legs with my own eyes. They
looked like shark bait, do you hear me?”


“Calm down. I’m sure there’s a logical explanation for it.”


Bice walked to the window and gazed at the churning ocean
beyond the hills. The sun was now a huge ball of fire, slowly fading behind the
distant waters. There wasn’t a damned explanation for it.


He too, had seen the girl’s legs during the six days she was
unconscious in the hospital. Which might have been a good thing. He could
imagine the havoc she may have wrecked in the pristine private room Harmon
insisted on. A room for a movie star. Too beautiful for words.


Harmon leapt from the bed. “Bice, listen to me. Whatever
happened to her legs, must stay between us. If someone were to find out…”


Bice whirled around and glared at his employer. “What is
this fixation you have with her? You have gone above and beyond normal means
locating her, and bringing her back to the states. Your many attorneys worked
the system, until they found a loophole which would give you guardianship. Why,
Harmon?”


Harmon looked as if he had been struck by a bolt of
lightening. “Don’t insinuate I have a fixation on her. For God’s sake, I told
you I found her right there.” He shoved his manager toward the window, until
his nose was firmly pressed to the pane. “I turned my back on her that day.
Look where she wound up. I’ve had to live with the guilt for years.”


Bice gently peeled his face from the glass. It was time to
pull out the kid gloves he always kept handy with his hot-headed employer. “It
wasn’t your fault she wound up in an orphanage. Why did you have to bring her
back here?”


“I had to. It was something about her, something I can’t
explain. I felt it the second I turned her over in the sand that day. I think
you’ve seen for yourself. Don’t deny it.”


“You knew she was some kind of freak when you found her?”


Harmon shoved his finger into Bice’s face and backed him
against the window once again. “Call her that again, I’ll beat your ass.”


Bice threw his hands into the air in defeat. “All right, all
right. Calm down. Let’s forget it for now. We have a bigger problem on our
hands. Her room is destroyed and your fancy window is history. You can’t leave
her in there, she’ll have to be moved to another room. Hopefully, one on the
far wing of the mansion.”


“We? You’re going to help me?”


Bice gazed at the burgundy carpet and shook his head in
resignation. Harmon had him by the throat, it was hopeless. He couldn’t take it
back. “Yes, we. Now come on, lets get her moved. Bonita’s cooking dinner and I’m
starved.”


He strode to the door and gazed back at the musician. “I
want a damned raise for this.”


* * *


The two men cautiously approached the doorway to Heaven’s room.


Harmon pressed his ear to the door, listening carefully. He
didn’t want to be in the direct path of a flying book. Too many women loved his
face. Women in other countries, but they counted. He hesitated, and finally
opened the thick mahogany door.


She lay on the floor beneath his one-of-a kind designer
window. The last of the sun was filtering through it, as it always did at
sunset. Fading prisms of color danced across her, lighting her golden hair into
a kaleidoscope of color.


She was asleep beneath the former masterpiece. He gazed at
the window. The same majestic peacock graced its center, flowing birds-of
paradise swayed behind, dancing amongst green foliage. Like they did before.


He was caught in a time warp. He’d been here before. He’d
fallen across the table only hours ago, beneath the majestic window. He’d come
back into the room and the window was broken. Shattered into a million colorful
pieces.


Now, the window was whole again. History was repeating
itself. He pondered leaving the room, coming back and finding the window broken
again. He’d leave again, and upon his return the window would be as new.


He gazed at the doorway. He wondered if he’d run into
himself at some point, coming and going, gaping at the window, watching as it
fell to pieces, only to become whole again upon his re-entry.


Once more the shrill ringing filled the air. The blasted,
incessant ringing. He stole a glance at Bice who stood quietly beside him. But
Bice was gone. He felt something strike his foot. Almost afraid, he held his
breath as his eyes fell to the floor. His assistant was face down, out cold.


The ringing, the God-forsaken unrelenting wail persisted. He’d
fight it this time, this time he’d win. He pressed his hands to his ears and
squeezed his eyes shut.


As usual, the pitch rose to an impossible decibel. If he
could hit that note, he’d make millions. Well, even more millions. Women would
swim at his feet and beg him to take them for his own.


But it was a note no man could reach, for it was a note only
found within his fading thoughts. His legs shook and his knees quivered. He
could feel the all too familiar sweat forming behind his neck. To hell with it.


He collapsed to the floor alongside Bice.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c4]Chapter Three


Bice stood in front of the magnificent window.


He carefully traced his fingertips across the patterned
glass, his touch as light as a feather. The cool artwork rose and fell beneath
his hand, the cut glass held in place by hardened aluminum beading. He could
find no sharp edges, no dings or scratches, nothing unusual. Nothing but a ten
thousand dollar piece of art.


He recalled the day Harmon had it flown to the states. The
musician found it while on tour in Europe, and immediately purchased it. He
hadn’t even looked at the price tag. The enormous pane was carefully wrapped
and flown to Los Angeles on a private jet.


He remembered the installers who hung it, and how Harmon
threatened them with their very lives if they were to as much scuff it. The
musician had bought it for his now ex-girlfriend, and had it installed in her
suite while she was away.


He stepped back and gazed once more at the enormous
masterpiece, taking it all in. As was typical of Harmon, priceless paintings were
scattered throughout the long halls of the formerly quiet mansion. This piece
was his favorite.


It was a behemoth, stretching to the top of the cathedral
ceiling and falling to waist height. The blue-eyed peacock stared back at him,
along with hundreds more tiny eyes shimmering from within its tail feathers.
The muted hues of sapphire and emerald and amber were all as they should be.
Perfect as the day it arrived. There was no logical explanation why the glass
was as if it was never broken. Or, Heaven’s legs.


He turned from the window and gazed at the sleeping girl. He
had awaken first from his fainting spell, and carried her to the bed. He called
Hawk back upstairs, who once again scooped Harmon up and carried him back to
his suite. The gorilla of a man grumbled all the way down the hall, which wasn’t
unusual, he never talked much anyway.


He silently moved toward her bed, being careful not to wake
her. Her arm dangled limply from the side. He carefully lifted it and placed it
back on the bed. From the corner of his eye, he noticed something amiss on her
hand.


He gently lifted it and gazed curiously at her palm. It was
bright red, as if it’d been burned. Tiny blisters had already begun to form. He
would have to call Bonita up to wrap it. The Mexican housekeeper was a jack of
all trades, Harmon had made a wise choice the day he hired her.


He studied her legs and suddenly felt a prickling sensation
move up his spine. Her legs were perfect, as if they’d never been injured. Like
the picture window. He clenched his teeth until his jaw throbbed. He knew there
must be a logical explanation for the odd occurrences. He’d grown up on the
streets in Philly, and had learned to take things at face value. He was much
too level headed and logical to believe in something he could not see.


His belly churned with hunger, interrupting his thoughts. He’d
find out tomorrow exactly what tricks the girl had been playing on them. He was
no fool. He was not about to let an undisciplined and unruly teenager outsmart
him.


He quietly covered her up, turned out the light and hurried
downstairs.


* * *


Bice strode into the kitchen, hungrily sniffing the tasty aromas
escaping from the sizzling pots.


“Dinner will be ready in five minutes.” Bonita smiled, as
she lifted lid after lid on each steaming pot. “Shall I set the table in the
dining room, or will you be eating in your suite?”


“I’ll eat with you tonight.” He smiled back at her as he sat
down at the small table. The maid’s neatly pressed uniform rustled as she
whipped out a plate and set it before him. “Bonita, I need to talk to you.”


“Yes Sir?” She gazed at him quizzically. “I’ve prepared
filet mignon. I trust the meal suits your tastes?” She stabbed the steaming
steak and placed it on his plate.


“Bonita, it looks superb. It’s Harmon, I’m afraid.”


“Aye?” She stopped her incessant paces and gazed at him. “I
trust Mr. Steele has not fallen ill?”


“He’s fine, but he fainted again. This is why I need your
help with Heaven. It seems somehow she’s burned her hand. Plus, she needs a
bath and a good meal. Will you take care of it? I’m not comfortable bathing
her.” A crimson blush crept across his cheeks.


“Aye, she can not bathe herself?” The woman cocked an
eyebrow at him.


“I doubt it. Where she came from there are no bathtubs, or
running water. Before that, I don’t know how much she remembers from the
orphanage. It appears very little.”


“Aye Sir, I’d be glad to help.” The housekeeper smiled. She
knew it was of no concern of hers to ask about Heaven’s whereabouts after the
orphanage. “I’ll get her fed and fixed up right after dinner, Sir.”


“Thanks, Bonita.” He grinned and sighed in relief. One less
monkey off his back.


He hungrily dove into his steak, forgetting everything else.


For now, at least.


* * *


Harmon woke, and true to his routine gazed out the window.


The sun had apparently fallen long ago, the city lights
shimmered in the distance. He lifted the clock on the bedside table. It was
after eleven. He’d been out for hours this time.


Grumbling, he slowly rose from the bed and walked down the
hall to Heaven’s room.


This time, he swung the door open without hesitation.
Tonight would be the last damn night he fainted. He wasn’t about to let the
girl cause him to loose his senses, yet again. Plus, he couldn’t risk injuring
his face and disappoint his millions of fans.


She was lying in her bed thumbing through a fashion
magazine. He frowned. He really should have Bonita pack the ex’s things away.
Or better yet, burn them. He’d waited as long as he would wait for her to come
back and collect them. Two years was plenty of time.


A lone silver tray sat near Heaven’s bedside, the remnants
of various vegetables scattered across it. Apparently, Bice had brought her
dinner up. She was also in a clean nightgown, a few sizes too large, but at
least the smell was gone. Another of his ex’s leftovers. Her golden hair had
been washed, brushed and absolutely glistened. She was stunning.


He watched her turn page after page in the magazine, gazing
at the glossy models in their designer clothing. His gaze fell to her hand. It
was wrapped neatly in gauze.


“What happened to your hand?”


“I don’t know. I woke up and it was burned. A nice lady
wrapped it.” She stretched her fingers beneath the annoying fabric.


“Do you mean Bonita?”


“Oh yes, that’s it. I forgot her name.”


“Let me see.” He lifted her hand, half expecting the girl to
cold-cock him.


He carefully unwrapped it and gazed at her palm. “There is
nothing wrong with your hand.”


She momentarily glanced at her palm. “I guess there’s not.”
She continued turning page after page, mesmerized with the glossy book.


He gently pried the magazine from her fingers. “I’d like to
know what happened to the window in your room. And your legs, while we’re at
it.”


“It was an accident. I heard you coming upstairs, and I was
afraid.” She gazed at the sheets.


“Look at me.” He raised her head to meet his eyes. “First
off, don’t be afraid of me. Deal?”


“Deal.” she smiled. Her face glowed. The fury was long gone
from her eyes, her anger long since quieted.


“What kind of accident?”


Her teeth raked across her bottom lip. “I threw those heavy
things that were on my legs into the corner. I missed.”


“The casts?” I understand you were frightened and they went
out the window. Now do tell, how the Sam Hill the window miraculously fixed
itself?”


A sudden wave of confusion swept across her aquamarine eyes.
“Who is Sam Hill?”


He swallowed a chuckle. “The window. How did it fix itself?”


Her lips nearly disappeared from the grip of her teeth
against them. He fought the temptation to grab her cheeks and squeeze them just
so, in an effort to pop her mouth back into place.


“I fixed it.”


“How?” He watched as the teeth marks slowly began
disappearing from her lower lip.


“With my hands. I put the pieces back. No big deal.”


“Impossible. I don’t believe you.” He stared at her legs. “Tell
me why you’re walking. That too, is impossible. The doctors said you would be
crippled. I flew in the best from around the world to help you. They all said
the same thing, it’s hopeless. Now, a week later and you’re walking?”


“Maybe they gave up on me too soon?” She winced and
fluttered her lashes.


“Tell me.”


“I don’t know.” She cried. “I don’t, I don’t! I woke up this
morning, and somehow they were better.”


“You seriously don’t know?” He could only gape at her in
disbelief.


She stared at him silently as a single tear slowly made its
way down her cheek. She was trying hard to be nice, so he would bring Dreams
back. She knew she was different, the children in the home reminded her of it
daily. They shunned her after that first and only incident. She clearly
remembered that awful day.


A small boy had fallen from the slide. The one spot, the
only spot where the cold metal didn’t quite meet the joint, his head found. As
if it had attracted the boy like a tornado to a trailer park. He laid in the
sand, crying and screaming in agony. An ugly gash traced its way across his
forehead.


She rushed to his side and placed her hand over the gaping
wound, hoping to stop the flow of blood until the teachers arrived. When they
finally came to her calls for help, she lifted her hand away from the wound. To
her horror, the injury had disappeared. As if it had never been there to begin
with. As if the entire ordeal was a cruel joke, or a figment of her
imagination.


She’d gazed at her blistered palm, but even the blood had
somehow evaporated. The teachers pulled her away from the unhurt boy, scolded
her and dubbed her a liar.


One particularly domineering nun grabbed her arm, dragged
her back into the cold building and locked her in her room. Forevermore, she
was shunned.


Before the home, she could remember nothing. Now, she was in
a strange room, in a strange place, full of objects she couldn’t remember the
names of. A strange man with strange pictures on his arms was looking at her,
well, strangely. She’d be shunned again. She fell back onto the bed and wept.


“Don’t cry.” Harmon whispered. “Whatever it is about you, I
will try to accept. No one has to know, all right? I promise I won’t say a
word.”


She sniffed. “All right.”


“Get some rest. I’ll see you in the morning. I want to show
you around this fortress. Then we’re going to get you some clothes, and a
tutor.”


“A what?”


“A tutor is a teacher. You have a lot to catch up on.”


“No. I don’t want to go to school, the children hate me.”


“She’ll come here if you prefer.”


“Really?”


“Yes.”


“New clothes? I get new clothes?”


“Of course. I’ll have Bice pick you up some things tomorrow.”


She grabbed the magazine and shoved it into his face. “I
want a dress like this.” She jabbed her finger at the glossy photo.


Harmon gazed at the beautiful model. She was wearing a
breathtaking white gown. “No, that’s a wedding gown. You won’t need one of
those for a long time.” He shuddered at the mere thought of marriage. How dare
his ex bring a bridal magazine into his home. He’d be sure to use it to light
the fireplace in his study.


“Bedtime, see you in the morning.” He gazed at her a moment
longer, turned out the light and quietly left the room.


* * *


The following morning, Bice poked his head into Heaven’s room.


“Good morning.” He beamed. “I hear Harmon is going to show
you around the fortress today.”


Heaven sat at the vanity table slowly brushing her golden
hair. She stared into the mirror at the handsome man behind her. He was
absolutely grinning from ear to ear. He reeked of happiness, his dark eyes
glittered in anticipation of the day’s outing. She’d been happy too. Before she
was taken from the island.


Try as she might, she didn’t understand why Harmon wanted to
give her this new life. A life of luxury, of security and of comfort. She
watched in the mirror, as Bice moved up behind her.


“I also hear he’s getting you a tutor. How about that?”


She turned from the mirror and gazed at him. “I’m not sure
what to think. I don’t even know you people. How can I be happy about anything,
when everything I’ve ever known is gone?”


“Give it time, Heaven. Harmon wanted more than anything to
help you. Give him a chance. He has a lot of guilt for what happened that day
on the beach. He felt he could have done more for you .”


She slowly ran the brush through her hair again, and stared
at the floor. There were so many things she didn’t understand about herself.
She’d been shunned from the beginning at the orphanage, through no fault of her
own. So, she snuck away and it seemed it hadn’t mattered to anyone. Except for
one person. Harmon Steele.


The world had forgotten her, except for him. If she’d only
agreed to leave the island with him that day. If she only believed him when he
told her a deadly storm was coming. But, she didn’t remember him.


“Heaven? Are you still with me?”


His eyes fell to her hand. The hand she was brushing her
hair with. The bandage was gone. He remembered he’d asked Bonita to wrap it the
night before. He knew she bandaged it, she’d mentioned it later.


He watched as she sat the brush down on the vanity and
turned toward him. His eyes grew wide as he studied her palm. The reddened skin
was no more, the blisters were gone. A perfectly normal hand. He followed her
hand down to her thigh, slowly letting his eyes fall to her legs. Normal,
perfect legs.


He could feel his heart beginning to pound. He finally
wrenched his gaze from her and stared at the stained-glass window. The majestic
peacock still graced its center, its hundred blue eyes still stared down at
him. As before. Perfect. Everything was perfect. Much too perfect.


He’d stood in this very spot only last night and for the
first time in his life, fainted. Harmon was right. There was something about
this girl, something beyond explanation. Now, he could feel it too as he gazed
into her aquamarine eyes.


“Why are you looking at me like that?”


He shook his head clear, hoping his heart would slow down.
He didn’t want her to see him during a weak moment. He was certainly having
one.


“Your hand.” He stuttered. “Your hand is better. It was
burned terribly last night.” He pulled a chair beside her. “Do you mind telling
me what the hell is going on around here?”


She studied him slyly. “Your mouth reeks of a man who rides
on boats.”


“Do you mean a sailor? Sorry, I’ve been hanging around with
Harmon’s band too long. So tell me, what’s up with you? You caused both Harmon
and myself to faint last night.”


“I’m sorry.”


“No, don’t be sorry. Please tell me how you did it. What
tricks do you have up your sleeves?”


“None. Harmon asked me the same thing last night. No one
would understand. I don’t even understand. I am what I am, some kind of a
freak.”


“No, you’re not. You’re special, that’s all. Don’t let
anyone tell you otherwise. Now, lets get something to eat and we’ll show you
around.”


He knew he would never understand what occurred the night
before. He couldn’t come close to understanding himself. After some time, maybe
she’d open up to him one day and explain. Or, maybe he’d figure it out. In the
meantime, he planned to keep a close eye on her.


The pair headed out the door and down the long corridor. The
halls were hung with magnificent paintings, crystal chandeliers lit the way. He
offered her his arm as they approached the grand staircase. She took it, and
together they descended into magnificence.


“Who is the gorilla who carried Harmon out of my room last
night?” She asked as they reached the lower floor.


Bice chuckled. “That’s Hawk, Harmon’s bodyguard. He lives
here, and travels with us when Harmon is on tour. Fact is, since you’ve arrived
Harmon has decided to take a year off. But Hawk will stay, he’s part of the
family now. Be prepared, he doesn’t talk much.”


“Who is the woman who came into my room last night?”


“That is Bonita, the head housekeeper and Harmon’s cook. A
mighty fine one at that. There is also Pedro the gardener, and Thornton, Harmon’s
majordomo.”


“His what?”


“A majordomo, as Harmon likes to call him. He’s a butler, a
chauffer and head of the household. Plus, there are a few other maids around.
Thornton lives for being able to keep them jumping and hopping.”


“How many people live here?”


“Including you, ten.” He waved her down the hallway toward
the dining area, and showed her a chair. “The house is huge, and there are two
wings. The staff is on one side. You and I, Harmon and Hawk are on the other.
It stays pretty quiet around here, believe it or not. Until you arrived.”


“Why don’t I remember coming here?” She watched Bonita place
their breakfasts in front of them. “I remember waking up, seeing Harmon and
screaming. Nothing before that.”


“You were still out of it when you arrived.” He sipped his
coffee. “Harmon insisted on bringing you home. The doctors told him they’d done
all they could for you. He felt there was no sense keeping you at the hospital
a moment longer.”


“Did I hear my name?” Harmon asked, as he strolled in. “Are
you two plotting against me?”


“Good morning.” Bice smiled. “I was explaining to Heaven how
she wound up in this dump.” He slapped the table and roared with laughter,
nearly knocking his coffee over.


Harmon chuckled and took a chair next to Heaven. “How are
you this morning?”


She gazed at the handsome musician. His green eyes simply
glowed, his auburn hair ablaze in the sunlight which streamed through the
window behind him. He too, was a handsome man. Perhaps the most handsome man
she’d ever seen.


Regardless, he’d caused a tree to fall on her and crush her
legs. For that, she’d never forgive. But she had to play the cards, the cards
dealt to her, one at a time. Until she could find a way to reunite with Dreams.


“I’m fine.” She lied.


* * *
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After breakfast, Bice and Harmon gave Heaven a tour of the mansion.


She was in awe at the magnificence of the manor. It was fit
for a King. They showed her the movie theater, the recording studio, the butler
and maid quarters, the library and the bowling alley.


They each offered to remind her of the names of the objects
she noticed, realizing she’d forgotten many of them. They were kind enough to
help her without causing her embarrassment.


“This is a baby grand piano.” Harmon explained, as they
entered the studio. The instrument gleamed white in the morning sunlight.


“Why are there plates on the wall?”


“Those are gold records.” Bice replied. “Harmon used to get
one of those when one of his albums sold well.”


Harmon cocked an eyebrow at the pair. “Let’s head outside
and show you around.”


Soon, they were walking across the expansive lawn. Harmon
showed her the enormous marble statues, explaining where each came from. Next,
they found themselves gazing at the blue waters of the pool.


“Come this way, I’ll show you the garage and hangar.” Harmon
said.


“A hangar? What is that?”


“Where I keep my planes.”


She gazed at the long garage as they approached it. Fifteen
bays held fifteen sleek cars. Unusual cars of every shape and size, cars which
she’d never seen before. She stared in awe at the gleaming metals and polished
chrome, lightly running her fingers down each.


“Over here is the hangar.” Bice motioned for her to follow. “Harmon
has two planes, a jet for when he travels out of the country and a smaller
plane which he flies around the states.”


She gazed at the magnificent jet, tracing its protruding
nose which pointed skyward with her finger. Beside it, a small plane sat in its
shadow. Blue and white stripes crossed over it, another blue stripe spanned
each wing.


She remembered this plane. She closed her eyes and tried to
recall why it was familiar.


Her thoughts took her back to the island. She and Dreams
were laying on the beach, gazing into the sky. They were lazily laid back on
the white sands, enjoying the evening sun. She’d dozed off, but had been
abruptly awaken by the sound of a droning engine.


A small blue and white plane circled overhead. It flew low,
almost too low. It continued to circle, around and around, and as suddenly as
it arrived, it vanished.


She was standing in front of the very same plane. The same
blue and white stripes, the same striped blue wings. The same plane which
carried the men who’d gone back and sent the boat. The boat which Harmon Steele
sailed on. The man who’d brought her here, and who sent Dreams back to the
orphanage.


She gazed at Harmon. “Where’s the boat?”


“What boat?”


“The boat you came to the island on.”


“It’s at the marina.”


She studied him closely. He reeked of casual indifference.
The obvious lack of understanding of her not having a choice in the matter. He’d
taken her against her will from the island, storm or no storm.


She and Dreams may have survived the hurricane if given half
a chance. But they were never given the chance, thanks to his preoccupation
getting her back into the states in an apparent attempt to quench his
all-consuming guilt.


She slowly backed away from him. Away from the planes, away
from the fancy cars in their fancy garage, away from his castle, his gold records
and marbled statues.


This was a man who fancied on the materialistic. Someone who
collected pretty objects to sit on a shelf, or in a garage or hanger. She
wouldn’t be his object. She was her own person and she would find Dreams, one
way or another. Her patience had worn thin. She was sick and tired of being
nice.


“Heaven?” Bice stared at the girl, unsure of what she might
be thinking. He carefully watched her gape at the plane. Her face had grown
rigid the moment she set eyes on it. The distant look which darkened her eyes
was unmistakable.


She ignored him, and continued to back away. Her eyes were a
mixture of fear, of disdain and of anger. Finally, she spun on her heel and
raced away.


“What happened?” Harmon asked. “What did I say wrong?”


“She’s heading to the cliffs!” Bice rushed after her.


“Heaven, wait!” Harmon leapt after the pair. “It’s dangerous
over there.”


She ignored the pair, and continued to stumble away. They
were yelling at her, but she didn’t care. The vast ocean loomed only a dozen
yards ahead. The sea of memories and monsters was right around the corner. She’d
dive in, and let the waves carry her away.


She charged toward it recklessly, abandoning every worry she’d
carried since she woke in this place. She’d find a way to get Dreams and go
back to her island.


She stumbled down the embankment to the sandy beach, and
quickly stole a glance behind her. The men were racing toward her. She turned
away from them and gazed at the churning sea.


She gasped in horror at what lie before her. A distant
memory overcame her, slowly rebuilding itself within her deepest thoughts. She’d
been here before. It was the beach she had laid upon as a child, near death.


She gazed at the rocky ledge to her right. The familiar
cliff still jutted high into the sky. Gulls circled above her, as if calling to
her. The same seabirds who wanted to finish eating her flesh.


A wave hit the face of the ledge, sending sea spray across
the top. She watched as the foamy brine slowly trickled down, back into the
churning waters, only to be thrown once more against the unforgiving
outcropping.


She could see once again her family’s battered boat still
clinging to the rocky cliff. Its wooden planks swollen with water bobbed in and
out of the waves. Many more planks were scattered and lie still along the
sands.


She remembered the clothing as it rolled about, creating
morbid scarecrows below the waves. The gulls circling her dead parents, taking
curious jabs at their bare flesh. She staggered backward, fighting a wrenching
memory deep within her heart. Right into Bice’s arms.


“Heaven, what is wrong?” He struggled to catch his breath. “Are
you all right?”


“Let go of me.” She jerked her arm away from him, and gazed
at the sandy beach.


“Come back to the house.” He made a move for her arm again,
but she stepped out of the way.


“Get lost.”


She watched as he pulled a cell phone from his pocket.
Harmon had now reached the beach, and stood silently gazing at her as she
backed toward the cliff. His auburn hair rolled in the churning winds.


“Hawk.” Bice spoke calmly. “Get down to the beach right
away, looks like we may need your help.”


“Why are you calling that gorilla?”


“If you’re not coming back on your own free will, I’ll have
Hawk carry you. It’s dangerous in this area. I won’t have you falling into the
ocean.”


“How dare you threaten me with that gorilla?”


A movement in the distance caught her eye. She gazed up the
hill toward the house. The lumbering man was already making his way toward
them. He strode with purpose and determination, his ape-like arms swinging as a
monkey’s arms might. He was a man on a mission.


She searched for a banana in his hand, in hopes he had one.
If not, she’d give anything to toss him one.


“Heaven?” Harmon finally spoke. “Look, I know this is a
difficult adjustment for you. Tomorrow, I’ll call the orphanage and see what
can be done about bringing Dreams here.”


“Really?” She couldn’t believe it. The words were like music
to her ears.


“Really, I promise. Give it a chance. I sincerely thought I
was doing the right thing for you becoming your guardian. Maybe I was wrong. If
so, I’ll help you find another family to live with.”


“No kidding.” Bice roared. “You’ve given up your career to
help her, and she thanks you by acting like a child.”


“Not now, Bice.” Harmon glared at his assistant.


Heaven stepped toward Bice and stared at him curtly. “A
child?” You don’t know half of what I’ve been through. My family is dead, and I
was shunned at the orphanage. No one has cared where I was for years, and you
say I act like a child?”


“You do.” Bice spoke calmly. “What you have gone through in
the past, I am sorry for, but you are taking it out on us. Don’t let it affect
how you act now.”


Hawk finally materialized on the hill above Harmon. He
carefully snaked his way down the narrow path, until he stood next to the
musician.


Heaven gazed at him closely for the first time. The man’s
arms were the size of tree trunks. He wore faded leather pants and chains wove
through thick braids near each ear. Beyond his dark shades, she could see
nothing except eternal damnation.


“Get her to the house, Hawk.” Bice ordered the burly man. “Before
she gets hurt out here.”


Obediently, Hawk grunted and began moving toward the girl as
if he were a linebacker in a football game.


Heaven casually watched the behemoth approach her. The
moment he took her by the arm, she kneed him squarely in the groin.


He lurched away in surprise, grabbed his crotch and tumbled
backward into the foamy sea.


Bice gazed at the fallen bodyguard. The man moaned in the
churning waves, fighting to sit upright without letting go of his withered
manhood.


Heaven smiled sweetly at the wriggling behemoth. “Now, go
pick on someone your own size” She gazed at the two men still standing. They
were nothing to her but pawns in a game of chess. “Who’s next?”


Harmon stood on the windy hillside, gaping at the
demon-teenager in disbelief. But, he also had a card to play. It wasn’t so long
ago he was her age. He glared at her.


“That’s it, I’m calling the orphanage to come get you.” He
turned away, and began making his way up the embankment.


“No.” She cried. “No, please don’t!”


Harmon turned back to face her. Sand sprayed around him as
the ragged winds threatened to rip him from the hill. “Too late. Pack your
things.”


She rushed after him and caught his arm. “Please, give me
another chance. Please, I beg of you.”


He stared at her. Her sea-blue eyes brimmed with tears. The
eyes that had mesmerized him so long ago. The same eyes he’d never forgotten.


“I’ll bring the car around!” Bice called from the surf
eagerly. “Hawk and I will pack her things.”


Harmon glared at him. “Hold on a minute.”


He knew he was in over his head, but he had not expected
this. He’d hoped to give her a fairy-tale ending, with out sorting out the
reality first. He wondered where she would be if he’d not turned her over on
the beach that day. Certainly dead.


Now, there were strange things going on in her room. Things
beyond explanation. He had brought a bull into his house of china.


He gazed beyond Heaven, and watched as Bice struggled to
pull Hawk from the angry surf. Wave after wave crashed into them, slowly
propelling them forward on their faces until they were nearly to the sands. He
glared at the girl.


“Apologize to Hawk, and we’ll talk about it later. Meet me
in my study in an hour. Don’t be late.” He left her standing in her misery, and
stomped toward Hawk and Bice. Together, the men helped the bodyguard out of the
pounding surf.


“I’m sorry, Hawk.” She shouted into the winds, as the men
headed up the rocky hill. “I’m sorry!”


But her words fell on deaf ears. Neither of the men
acknowledged her apology. She watched as they slowly disappeared over the
ridge. She fell to the sand, and wept.


Her teardrops spilled onto the same beach she’d been found
on years ago. The memories of that last day, lying there alone and helpless and
waiting to die. She had no reason to go on without her parents.


She’d fought many years hoping to bring back their memories,
to recall the simplest family outing when she was as a child. Her mind always
remained a foggy blank, as if trying to see through a frosted pane.


There was something strange about her beginnings. Any normal
person would be able to recall at least part of their childhood. But she could
remember nothing.


She wondered if they were even her parents. Maybe she’d been
kidnapped from a far away exotic country. This would explain why there were no
siblings on the boat, nor relatives. Maybe. She sighed in resignation and gazed
at the large house looming on the hill.


Harmon had demanded she be in his study in an hour.
Unfortunately, she didn’t know how long an hour was. She could barely recall
the names of the various objects as they showed her around the grounds.


All she knew was day and night, watching the sun rise and
set on the island. She and Dreams had no concept of time. It was pure bliss,
there was no need to worry about the minutes ticking away. She laid her head on
the sand and closed her eyes.


She woke with a start, wiped the sand from her hands and
studied her palm. Only last night it was scorched, according to Bice. Which was
the second time her hand suddenly became burned with no logical explanation.
She was truly frightened.


She knew that whatever lay before her, she must face. She’d
taken care of herself for five long years back on the island. At least that’s
what Harmon had said. She really didn’t know how long she’d been on the island.
She’d find out how she fixed the beautiful window, one way or another. Her own
questions had gone unanswered much too long.


Harmon said he’d never take her back to the orphanage only
yesterday. Now today, she had messed up and he told her to pack her things. She
thought a moment longer. She didn’t really have anything to pack. The strange
man didn’t seem to make much sense telling her to get her things.


She knew one thing. She’d leave this place before they sent
her back to the orphanage. Harmon was the only reason she was here to begin
with. She wouldn’t let him hold the threat over her head.


She stood up, dusted the gritty sand from her clothes and
wiped her face on her shirt. She would show him a thing or two. He didn’t own
her. It was his idea to bring her here, not hers. She would never, ever let him
dictate where she would live. It wasn’t his business anyway.


She slowly made her way up the steep hill, toward the gloomy
mansion in the distance.


* * *


Bice pulled the study curtain back a bit farther, and squinted down
the hill for what must have been the twentieth time. “She’s coming up the hill
now.”


Harmon sat his glass down and strode toward the window. He
could see her slowly making her way up the rocky ledge. He gazed at his
glittering watch. “She’s late. It’s been an hour and ten minutes. I gave her an
hour.”


“Do you want me to pack her things? I’ll go find a suitcase.”


“Don’t rush me. I’ll handle this.”


Bice glared at his employer. “Last night you were begging me
to help with her. Now, you tell me to butt out? You musicians are all the same,
crazy.”


Harmon moved back to his desk, grabbed his glass and
finished the drink. “Hang around in case I need you. You’ll be the first to
know what I decide.” He slammed the glass onto the desk, spewing the remnant of
the ice across his newly-written lyrics. He muttered under his breath, and
wiped the cubes into the floor.


“The girl is nuts.” Bice added. “She doesn’t belong here. You
can’t put your career on hold because of an unwanted freak you happened to
find.”


A movement beyond Bice caught Harmon’s eye. His mouth fell
open, as his heart slithered down his legs and onto the rich burgundy
carpeting. He watched his life giving organ beat on the floor near his feet.
Maybe he could grab it quickly and shove it back into his chest before anyone
noticed.


Heaven was standing in the doorway, ghastly pale and had
quite obviously heard everything the two men had said. Tears once again fell from
her eyes. She was covered in sand, and her shirt was wet. Her beautiful blonde
hair hung limp and dirty from her tryst on the beach.


Bice whirled around and gasped. “Heaven, I’m sorry, I didn’t
mean it.”


She stood in the doorway and stared at the men who hated her
so much. She realized with clarity it was time to go. Maybe one day, she’d find
someone who cared about her. First, she’d find Dreams. They would find another
island away from this place, away from these men who had done nothing but call
her a freak and threaten to send her away.


She raced from the study and staggered out the front door.


* * *
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Bice raced out the door behind her, and gave chase across the
enormous lawn.


But she was as fleet as a deer, and easily outran him. His
breath soon came in ragged gasps, as his legs grew weak. “Heaven, I’m sorry, I
didn’t mean it!” He called after her.


Harmon soon joined the chase, easily catching Bice in only
moments. He’d been an athlete since high school, already used to running and
leaping across stage after stage. This had kept him in shape for the many fine
women who once adored him. He powered past the tiring man, sneered at him and
quickly caught up to Heaven.


He lurched forward and grabbed her arm, bringing her to a
sudden stop. Her momentum propelled her forward, and pulled him after her. She
lost her balance, and stumbled to the ground.


Harmon sat beside her. “Heaven, I can’t tell you how sorry I
am, how sorry we both are. Try to understand Bice was only speaking out of
frustration, after seeing you act that way on the beach.”


“I hate him.”


“No you don’t. And, stop with the waterworks.”


“I do hate him so, and I’ll cry if I want to.”


“No, that’s not true.”


“What’s not true?” she asked. “I can’t cry?”


“I don’t know, I already forgot.” He laughed. “Now, let’s go
have that talk. Afterward, you can sit by the pool and go for a swim. Let’s
forget this day and look forward to a new tomorrow for you.”


“A new tomorrow?”


“We’ll talk in the study. Come on, let’s go.”


He took her hand and lifted her to her feet. He certainly
wasn’t used to a female loathing him. Any female. He knew she would need time,
time which he had plenty of. He’d spent too many years searching for her. He
wasn’t about to give up on her so soon.


Bice followed them silently into the study and watched as
Harmon showed her a chair opposite his desk. “I’m sorry Heaven. I lost my
temper when you hurt Hawk. He’s a good man and didn’t deserve that.”


She gazed deep into his eyes. She could tell he meant what he
said. “I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t have done that to him.”


Harmon smiled. “We’re your new family for now. I know we can
never replace your real family, but at least give us a chance to be friends. I
won’t bribe you, but if you learn to act like a lady, I’ll ask Bice to call and
make arrangements for Dreams to visit. You’ll have to earn it though.”


She didn’t reply. She only stared at him sullenly.


“Bice, please take over from here, I’ve got to get these
lyrics finished up.” Harmon waved the soggy papers through the air in a feeble
attempt to hasten their drying process. The ink was running into black stains,
his words were quickly disappearing before his eyes.


“That’s it?” Bice replied. “You’re going to handle what she
did to Hawk by bringing her friend back here? “


“She apologized.” He rummaged around in his desk drawer,
found his pen and began carefully tracing over the smudged letters.


Bice glared at his distracted employer. He hadn’t come all
the way from Philly to raise a teenager. Obviously, Harmon was pre-occupied. He’d
take the girl upstairs and deal with the musician later. “Come on, Heaven. I’ll
have Bonita help you get cleaned up.”


He stomped out the door.


* * *


Harmon watched the study door close.


He gazed once more at his smudged lyrics and read them
again. No matter how he tried, he didn’t understand a single word he’d written.
His mind was no longer one with the music. It was walking upstairs with the
Heaven.


He sighed, and stared at the phone. This wasn’t what he’d
planned. He suddenly found himself swept back to his childhood. His youth hadn’t
been all that great, yet it hadn’t been all that bad either. It was a typical
adolescence, almost the white picket-fence type. At first.


He had a sister seven years younger. He shuddered, as he
thought of the horrible last day of her young life. They were close and as
years passed, he’d found himself in the role of her protector.


His dad was a roughneck in an oilfield, his mother a
waitress at a greasy truck stop. Their hours from home were long. His dad was
often gone for days at a time. The occasional calls from him became less and
less frequent, until they eventually dwindled into nothing. One day his father
didn’t come home at all. No one was surprised.


His mother picked up the financial slack by working more
hours at the diner. She arrived home well after midnight after working double
shifts. Many nights, she was too tired to change into a nightgown.


He’d find her asleep on the couch in the mornings, still in
her uniform, as he dressed for school. She awoke to the clattering of dishes,
hearing him prepare his sister’s breakfast. She grimaced at the clock, throw on
a clean uniform and rush out the door once again. Another day in a endless year
spent trying to make ends meet.


Until that day. The day life as he knew it came to an abrupt
halt. The day time stood still. It skidded to a sickening stop one day after
school. As the car skidded out of control the same moment the children leapt
down the steps of the school bus, and straight into hell.


The guilt he endured was insurmountable. The wailing of his
mother when she rushed home after she received the call which would forever
change her life. The unending parade of neighbors and of friends. Visits by
local clergy, even though the family never attended church.


The covered dishes in the tiny dining room of every
casserole known to mankind. They’d gone from a happy family of four, and in
less time than he could remember became a family of two.


Rose stepped off the bus the same moment the drunk driver
careened out of control. The screeching car hit the curb, and flipped end over
end straight into the bus in a mass of fiery flames.


He’d waited for her that day, as he did each day after
school to walk her home. His books fell to the concrete as he screamed silently,
frozen to the sidewalk.


Rose would never see her eleventh birthday, nor, would three
other children. The wailing of the sirens, the screaming of onlookers could be
heard for miles. The same wailing he heard to this day, moments before he
dropped into one of his fainting spells. The wailing of the children never left
him.


Afterward, guilt came to call. If only he’d walked to the
bus door instead of waiting on the sidewalk, he could have pulled her from harm’s
way. If only he’d seen the car, and somehow warned the children of their
impending doom before it was too late. If only, if only.


His mother soon faded from a bright, bubbly woman into a
walking zombie. After the funeral she returned to work at the truck stop, but
things were never quite the same.


His sister’s room remained untouched; a living memorial to
her lay in wait behind the closed white door. He’d turned to music as a means
of escape.


Weeks later, at only eighteen, he auditioned for a band and
won the coveted spot of lead singer. Within a year, the band moved to the West
Coast. They played at seedy bars for the next two years, living on the streets
and begging for food. Until one day they were signed to a recording contract.


His life was on full throttle then as he had never imagined.
Groupies in the crowds lusted and fought over him, as his sweat dripped onto
the stage. They toured city after city in the states for the next year, and
then traveled abroad. That is when they’d made it big, and cashed in on their
enormous wealth.


At Bice’s urging, he bought the mansion overlooking the sea.
Like clockwork, he began sending his mother an enormous weekly check. She’d
never have to work again. Never again would she be at the mercy of truck
drivers who couldn’t keep their hands off her ass.


After years of living in a personal hell, she finally began
putting pieces of her life back together once the weekly checks arrived. She
was happy once more, at least as happy as she could be after loosing a
daughter. She quit the diner, and in time ventured back out into the real
world.


Then, he’d found the girl on the beach. He let the
authorities whisk her away, watching helplessly as he had the day he lost his
sister. He was a shadow on the sidelines as they pulled the children from under
the overturned vehicle. As he was the day they’d taken Heaven away.


He pulled open the desk drawer and groped in the back corner
for the box he kept hidden within. A box he hadn’t opened in years.


He carefully pulled it out as if it were made of the finest
glass, and sat it on the desk before him. The black velvet was pilled with age.
Holes had long ago opened on the corners, exposing glints of tarnished metal.


He gently lifted the lid and set it aside. His sister’s
picture lay on top of the small stack of memories, each photo faded with time.


He picked it up gingerly and gazed lovingly at her. It was
her last school picture, taken a few months before she was cruelly ripped away
from him.


As he stared at the photo he felt a gasp escape from
somewhere deep within, nearly choking him. He coughed and sputtered, spewing
even more foam onto his already unsalvageable lyrics.


He grabbed his drink, and gulped back the burning sensation.
He gazed at the photo once more, still struggling to catch his breath as
spittle ran down his chin.


The same long honey-blonde curls, the same aquamarine eyes
stared back at him. The perfect skin, the porcelain perfect china doll face.
The same long thick lashes, the same cheekbones women would die for. He was
looking at Heaven.


The ringing of the phone near him jolted him back to
reality. He glared at it momentarily, and continued to gasp at the yellowed
photo.


His sister Rose looked exactly like the girl upstairs who
called herself Heaven. The girl with no past was staring at him. No, it was his
sister he was looking at.


He gazed at the ceiling in confusion, knowing Heaven was in
her suite above the study. Or was she Rose?


The blasted phone continued to ring. He’d throw it out the
window, as he’d done a motel room chair once or twice in the past. He’d watch
it spin madly out of control and wait for the horrific sound it’d make the
moment it hit the concrete below.


He’d make sure the blasted phone would never ring again. He’d
have them all ripped out from every room in the mansion and pile them in a
heap, light a match to that blasted bridal magazine, drop it into them and
watch in glee as they melted and hissed in the burning flames.


He studied the photo intently, gasping for air as a
smothering blackness began to press into his thoughts. The phone continued to
ring. Finally, he yanked the receiver from it.


“Hello?” He could only hear the faded hiss of air above the
dial tone.


Too late, he realized the phone had tricked him. It was
merely a decoy to distract him from the true meaning of the incessant, blasted
ringing. He slammed the receiver down. Before it was too late, he tore it from
the desk, held it high above his head and threw it across the study.


It spun wildly through the air, reminding him of the chairs
from motel rooms in years past. It hit the opposite wall and exploded.
Naturally, and as luck would have it, the phone was kind enough to take out his
one of a kind Tiffany lamp.


It crashed to the floor and burst into a million colorful
fragments. The sunlight cast rays into the shards as millions of colorful
prisms floated across the walls.


No matter. He’d call Heaven, she’d fix it. But wait, that
was impossible. He’d destroyed the damned phone, he couldn’t call her. He
stared at it in anger, as an all to familiar sweat began its march down his
backside.


The phone rang again.


His eyes bulged from their sockets as he gazed at its broken
remnants. The blasted, incessant ringing continued. He stared at the smashed
plastic, his mouth agape. The son-of-a-bitch was about to piss him off.


It continued to ring.


He yanked open the desk drawer, pulled out his revolver and
shot the phone three times. He smiled as a Cheshire cat might, blew the smoke
from the barrel and carefully laid the weapon back into the drawer.


The son of a bitch rang again.


He attempted to rise, determined to finish off the phone
once and for all. But his knees gave way. He crashed onto the chair, while the
horrid screeching rose octave after octave. He glanced at the study window,
waiting for it to relent to the pitch and shatter into a million pieces
alongside the fallen lamp.


But instead, the pane buckled into wave after wave. They
rippled across it, rising and falling as if the window were breathing. It
slowly turned to a watery liquid, and fell silently in silver droplets of
molten glass to the floor.


His head hit the desk before his eyes were fully closed, the
photo still clutched in his hand.


His elbow hit the nearby drink. It teetered momentarily, and
finally tumbled across his lyrics. Page after page was soaked. They drifted off
the slick desk, landing in a soggy heap on the floor.


He never noticed.


* * *


Bice followed Heaven as she slowly ascended the staircase and
entered her room. Her shoulders hung in resignation, as she settled into the
chair beside her bed.


“I’ll call Bonita up, she’ll draw you a bath.”


“Thanks. It’d be nice to take one by myself though.”


He took a seat on the bed beside her. Her face, as dirty as
it was, looked as soft as the wings of a butterfly. “I’ll have her show you
soon. The faucets in there are tricky.” He waited for a response, but she
seemed to be somewhere else.


Finally she gazed at him, but beyond him at the same time.
Almost through him. As if she were watching a picture show playing out, clip by
clip, on the bedroom door behind him. He fought the sudden urge to turn and
look, but resisted.


He studied her intently. “Are you going to be all right?”


“I’ll be fine.” She blinked her eyes and gazed at him, as if
seeing him for the first time.


He wasn’t convinced. Something much more than whacking Hawk
in the groin seemed to be on her mind. She was in another place. A far, far
away place.


“I’ll have Bonita bring you up some lunch. After you eat, a
nap may be worth considering. You look like you haven’t slept in a week.”


“I’ll try to get some rest.” She paused and thought for a
moment. “Would you mind bringing me some more of those books with the beautiful
women in them?”


“Do you mean fashion magazines? Sure, I’ll ask Bonita to
bring you a few of hers. I’ll check on you later.” He gazed at the majestic
window beyond her bed. It was still there, all in one piece. He stole a glance
at her legs for what must be the hundredth time. Perfect, like the window. He
shook his head and quietly left the room.


Heaven leapt from the bed the moment the door closed. “Bice,
wait!” She burst through the door and ran straight into his arms.


“Heaven, what is wrong?” Bice gazed at her. She was
frightfully pale. Her Mediterranean eyes reminded him of the moon falling over
the surf, waiting silently to welcome dusk on the far side of the earth.


“It’s Harmon. Go to him quickly. Find him Bice, find him
now!”


He let her fall from his arms and took a step back in
horror. “What do you mean?” Is this some kind of sick joke?”


She stared beyond him, down the darkened corridor at the
majestic staircase. She gazed at him once more. “Find him. Now!”


He stumbled backward, his gaze never leaving her eyes. The
same eyes Harmon spoke of seeing on the beach that day. The eyes the musician
never forgot. Now, he understood. He was looking into the past, but also into
the future through her eyes.


Somehow, someway, this girl was an extraordinary being.
Harmon must’ve known it all along. He’d plucked her from the beach that day,
only to spend years trying to forget her. But somehow, she called Harmon back
to her through those watery blue eyes. Through the miles, and through time
itself.


Maybe she was an Angel. Some sort of guardian angel for the
musician. But no, angels didn’t go around kicking men in the gonads.


He took another step backward, still gazing at her. Finally,
he charged down the hall.


Heaven watched him leap down the stairs three at a time,
desperately clutching the rail.


She caught a scream in her throat. If he were to fall, he’d
surely break his neck. There were many, many stairs to reach the bottom floor.
He was acting like a lunatic out of concern for his employer and friend, but he’d
never make it to the landing at his insane pace.


She rushed to the top of the staircase, watching in horror
as he plunged down them at a manic pace. “Bice, slow down!”


He continued to leap down the stairs at an impossible speed.
She watched in frozen horror as his body suddenly twisted and shook, as a
puppet on a string might.


He was falling.


She watched helplessly as her worst fears materialized
before her. His foot came out from under him and his hand was cruelly jerked
from the slick wooden rail. He was in midair, crashing head first toward a
bottomless hell.


She could not open her mouth to scream. She could not move
to rush to his aid.


Try as she might, her legs were two blocks of hardened
earth, frozen to the floor in eternal torment. She could only watch as the man
met his death at the bottom of the staircase.


The stairs grew hazy, until they finally disappeared. She
was ten years old again, in their family’s boat. She’d gazed at the menacing
sky, feeling the rocking of the small vessel beneath her. She smiled at her
parents, as they determinedly rowed her away from whatever danger haunted them
from a distant land. She heard them say they’d be free now. From what, she did
not know.


But, a terrible storm came. The cruel swells it brought
tossed them about for hours. Her mind spun in dizzying confusion, as wave after
wave slammed into the small craft. The boat rose and fell, rose and fell, until
she could endure no more.


Her belly had grown deathly ill as the rains continued to
beat down mercilessly on the trio. Soon, the boat was consumed with water as
bolts of lightening zigzagged above.


Finally, everything grew quiet. Then, the gulls came.


No. There would be no more pain, no more death. No more
gulls.


She opened her eyes and stared at the staircase. Bice was
reeling backward in midair, his head thrusting out of control toward the sharp
edge of the wooden steps.


Her legs may be frozen, but her mind was not.


She was as light as a feather adrift on the wind as she rose
from her body, leaving it behind on top of the stairs. She gazed down at her
golden hair, watching it flow in cascades down her back. Her body looked stiff
and rigid, reminding her of a faded doll perched on a windowsill.


But she was not afraid. She knew all along she was
different, yet this she had not experienced. She raced down the stairs behind
Bice, faster than her mind could understand. He was falling, falling so
quickly. His hands were in the air grasping at something that was not there.
His face was frozen in terror, petrified in time as the earth below waited to
welcome him home.


The bronzed second hand on the grandfather clock below
suddenly sputtered and jerked. Then, it stood still.


She wrapped her hands around his head the moment before it
struck the stairs.


Burning, golden beams of light encircled him, halting his
downward spiral of doom. Cushioned on a warm gust of air, she gently lowered
him to the glossy step.


She gazed at him and smiled. But something was already
calling her back. She followed the steps and gazed at her body perched too
close to the top of the staircase. The sun rose and fell, rose and fell at a
maddening pace as she watched herself stand frozen in time. She must hurry.


She was already racing up the staircase before he opened his
eyes.


Suddenly, her feet were no longer rooted to the floor. She
blinked her eyes open in surprise and gazed at Bice, lying unhurt halfway down
the staircase.


She lifted her hands to her face. The blisters were back,
and this this time they were on both hands. She didn’t care. She let them fall
to her sides and watched as Bice stared in dumfounded silence at her. Oh well,
he’d had quite a fright, he would come around.


She suddenly felt very, very tired. She must rest. As
before, she already knew she could not make it back to the comfort to her room.


Her body shook uncontrollably. She felt her heart pounding,
a thousand galloping hooves across the desert plains beat in her head. Her
fingers and her arms begin to throb and tingle, until they silently went numb.


She fell face down on top of the staircase. Her arm dangled
from the topmost step, exposing her scorched hand.


The second hand on the clock downstairs suddenly sputtered
and coughed back to life. It froze in limbo a second or two, until it once
again began its rhythmic sweep in endless circles, ticking away at eternity.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c7]Chapter Six


Bice laid on the staircase in stunned silence.


He felt the blood as it pounded through his veins, reminding
him he was still a living, breathing creature. He knew he’d been milliseconds
away from certain death.


He raised his hand to his temple, reached behind his head
and carefully prodded for grey matter, which he knew by all intents and
purposes should be atop the step behind him.


There was nothing behind his head. Only the slick, smooth
and dry stair step.


He finally took a sharp breath, and gazed at the unseen
entity which he knew had broken his fall.


There was no one there, as he expected. As if he knew what
the hell to look for in the first place. Lately, nothing seemed to surprise him
anymore. Not since the strange girl arrived. First the window and then her
legs. No, it was her legs and then the window.


He groaned, grabbed the stair rail and slowly eased himself
upright. He stood for a moment, gazing down the long flight of steps. He could
see himself lying on the bottom atop Harmon’s imported wool rug, as crimson
stains from his head slowly spun the fibers into a new pattern. Harmon would’ve
had his ass for that.


Harmon. He shook his head clear. She had said Harmon was in
trouble. He’d raced down the stairs to find the musician. But something had
happened. He struggled to remember. He’d fallen.


He stared up the staircase. He inhaled sharply, still
struggling to breathe as his eyes slowly focused on the macabre scene above
him. Heaven was on the landing, apparently out cold. Or, dead.


Her arm dangled from the top step. Her face seemed frozen in
time, staring unblinking into a distant galaxy only she could see. She must be
dead. If not she was about to be, because gravity was tugging at her,
threatening to bring her rolling down the stairs atop him at any moment.


They’d both go down, only to be found dead on the lovely
wool rug Harmon insisted on placing at the bottom of the staircase. Harmon may
give up having it cleaned and simply have Hawk roll them up in it, and dispose
of the entire mess.


But knowing Harmon, he’d have Bice’s bloody face print on
the fine wool framed and hung. That way, the musician would have his own LA
version of the Shroud of Turin. They’d stare at it at parties, laugh and
chuckle as their wine glasses clinked together. He’d be a conversation piece
for eternity.


He shook his head clear and choked back a sob. God how he
needed a drink. He stared up the staircase. “Heaven?”


She continued to lay deathly still on the landing. A broken
doll cast aside by a spoiled child in favor of a newer, unbroken one.


He staggered up the steps to her, this time clutching
tightly to the rail. Damned Harmon to hell for buying a split level home. He’d
let him know what he thought about the lousy staircase the moment he found the
eccentric singer. To hell with moving to the far wing, he’d insist on a ground
floor near the maid quarters.


“Heaven, wake up!” Her head rolled from side to side as he
shook her. She continued to lie unmoving, her chest rising and falling in time
to the marching band which beat in his head. She was out cold, down for the
count. Maybe the fall was her coup de grace.


He had to do something quickly. He gazed down the long hall
toward her room. It was too far. There was no time to carry her and place her
safely back on the bed. He must get to Harmon quickly. If it wasn’t already too
late.


He grabbed her arms and pulled her across the floor to the
first door. He kicked it open, carried her to the bed and dropped her onto it.


He rushed out the door, grabbed the keys from his pocket and
locked it behind him. He raced once more down the long flight of stairs,
carefully gripping the rail with both hands. Time was working against him. God
help them all if he couldn’t find Harmon immediately.


He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he would make it known
to the musician the girl had kept him from splitting his head open on the
stairs, thus saving the priceless wool rug.


He knew she was behind it.


If not, Harmon had himself one hell of a ghost to add to his
many collections from distant lands. Another masterpiece to display, besides
his crimson face imprint on the fine wool rug.


* * *


He leapt the last three steps down the staircase from hell and
charged across the foyer toward the long hall on the far side of the mansion.


He slid around the kitchen corner and before he knew what
hit him, ran straight into Bonita, who was naturally carrying a silver tray
loaded with glassware.


Yesterday certainly wasn’t his day. Today wasn’t looking
much better either.


Newly washed crystal vases rose high into the air. They
somersaulted above the stunned pair and came crashing down in a rainbow of
silvery orbs. He grabbed the housekeeper at the last moment, and pulled her
into the safety of the doorway.


They watched in silence as the vases hit the mahogany floor
and shattered into a million glittering pieces. Bonita stared at the mess, her
mouth opening and closing as a fish out of water might.


“Bonita, where is Harmon?” He was reaching his breaking
point, there was no time to dance around and fret over a set of miserable
broken vases. Harmon must be found.


“Those are thousand dollar vases. He’s going to have my job!”
The ashen woman moaned.


He took her by the shoulders. “Never mind the vases. Where
is Harmon?”


“In the study.” She was unable to tear her eyes away from
the mess on the floor.


“Get Hawk, and meet me in the study. Something may be wrong
with Harmon!” He left her standing, reeling in shock, and sprinted down the
dark hallway.


* * *


Heaven opened her eyes and gazed about the room.


Seems all she did since she came to this place was lay on
the bed, waiting to awaken. And, get herself into endless predicaments for
which she there was no logical explanation for.


She studied the strange room and its unfamiliar furnishings.
Dark green curtains hung on the far wall, obscuring any trace of light that
might be trying to filter through. Hopefully, there wasn’t a large window made
from colorful glass behind them. She shuddered at the thought. She would be
sure to stay far, far away from the curtained pane.


She peered through the darkness, searching for a sign of
familiarity. This room also had a small room with running water attached to it.
But this wasn’t her room. She sighed and sat up.


Her head hurt. She raised her hand to her temple and rubbed
it. She winced in pain the moment her palm touched her forehead. Almost afraid,
she willed the courage to gaze at her hand. It was covered in tiny red
blisters. She raised her other hand. It too was covered in small, painful
lesions.


A chair sat empty near the bed. Usually when she woke, Bice
or Harmon would be sitting next to her. But that wasn’t her chair, because this
wasn’t her room.


She leapt from the bed and raced to the door. Her blistered
hands burned in pain as she tried in vain to twist the knob. She yanked her
hands away as if the metal itself was made of super-heated iron. She stared at
her hands once more. Angry red wheals now covered them from fingertip to palm.
She was helpless to try to force the door open.


She slowly backed away from the door and screamed.


* * *


Bice threw open the study door.


It swung back with such force, it hit the wall behind it
with a thud. The nearby display case which encircled one of Harmon’s many gold
records swayed back and forth on its hook from the impact.


He watched helplessly as it crashed to the floor. The
glittering disc was held prisoner no more. It spun madly in place a moment, and
finally fell atop the shattered glass case. He didn’t care. It probably wasn’t
real gold anyway.


He gazed at Harmon. The musician had fallen asleep on his
desk. Heaven was wrong after all. He’d nearly killed himself rushing to his
aid, only to find the man dozing. He realized with anger the girl had tricked
him. She was probably upstairs, laughing and giggling in glee at nearly getting
him killed on the staircase. He’d have her ass for this.


He quietly walked to the desk, taking great care not to
disturb the musician. If there was one thing the singer couldn’t stand, it was
being disturbed while he slept. Which, up until Heaven had entered the picture,
was during the day.


Bice stared at Harmon a moment longer. He seemed to be in a
deep, peaceful in slumber.


His face reddened with anger, as he realized for certain
Heaven had sent him on a wild goose chase. The girl obviously had it in for
him. She was dangerous. She’d probably planned the whole scenario, which would
have left him dead at the bottom of the staircase.


He’d throw her in the cellar for this stunt. The one without
the fine imported ales. Afterward, he’d lock himself up in the stocked cellar
and forget everything for a week or two while he drank himself to new heights.
He turned to leave, but the glint of a spilled glass near the singer’s arm
caught his eye.


He quietly moved closer to the desk and studied the empty
tumbler, hoping to decipher what seemed amiss. The air around him was much too
quiet. Unnaturally quiet, as if some normal sound were missing.


He followed the liquid which had made its way from the
spill, and had seeped under Harmon’s arm as he slept. Gingerly, he lifted the
musician’s arm and quietly sopped the mess to the far side of his desk.


But the liquid was everywhere. He wondered why it hadn’t
woken Harmon when his arm became saturated with the liquor. He gazed at the
musician closely.


He gasped, as he set eyes upon many tiny bubbles which
foamed from Harmon’s mouth and down his chin to the desk below. More were
slowly trickling from his nose, joining with the river of bubbles from the
corner of his lip.


He hesitated, and finally shook the musician. “Harmon?”


The deathly still room seemed to spin around him, as he
realized the reason for the odd silence. He knew what the missing sound was,
instantaneously feeling his heart jerk and flutter to his feet. Harmon wasn’t
breathing.


He pulled the limp man from the chair and flung him to the
floor. He tore the musician’s shirt open and put his ear to his chest. He could
hear nothing, only the ticking of the clock behind him. And his own racing
heart.


Now he knew. Harmon had fallen asleep, knocked the glass
over and inhaled the liquid in his slumber. The man had obviously choked to
death on the spilled beverage.


“Harmon!” He flipped the musician belly down, lifted his
arms above his head and desperately began working the liquid from his frozen
lungs.


* * *


Heaven lay in silence on the bedroom floor. She was swept back in
time, and was a young girl once again. The people of the island were gathered
around her and her parents.


They’d formed a line which faded to infinity, deep into the
gloomy depths of the jungle. A thick haze seemed to encompass the island
people. It moved in waves around her, as the water in the sea might do as it
hit the shoreline. She could hear the murmurs of the people as they held their
dead out to her, begging her to bring back their loved ones.


Coins jingled in a can near her. She gazed to her side and
watched as a native dropped a golden token into the tin cup her father held. He’d
smiled reassuringly at the mourning islander and moved the distraught man
toward the girl.


“Go on, child.” Her mother murmured.


The islander thrust the child toward her wordlessly. The
dead boy’s frozen eyes bore powerful holes straight through to her soul. Water
dripped from his nose, tracing its way down his pale cheek. He was the color of
death itself, a lost soul left behind by the monster of the sea.


She’d clutched the skirts of her mother who stood near. “Momma,
I am tired.”


“Go on child, you must help the boy. You will rest soon.”


Coins jingled in the can once again. She was tired, very
tired. She could no longer stand, having grown too weak. Her mother brought her
a chair and eased her into it. The women of the island stood near, waiting to
bring to her any comfort she might call for.


Her parents had told her before reaching the island a great
storm had come. It pounded the thatch huts endlessly, until its strong winds
ripped the roofs off, casting them aside across the forest floor. Many people
were swept out to sea. Most of them perished.


She gazed at the long line of people holding their dead, as
coins jingled once more in the can nearby. She sighed and put her hands to the
small child’s head with great care. She could hear the soft beat of the drums
around her, until once again the foggy waves took her back in time.


She didn’t know why she could do what she did, only that she
did it. Soon, a tiny spark shone in the boy’s eye, thereafter followed by a
ragged gasp. Until once again, his death was no more.


* * *


Harmon coughed and sputtered as his body recoiled with powerful
spasms. He gasped for air, digging his fingers deep into the rug beneath him.


“Harmon? Are you all right?” Bice helped the pale musician
sit upright. “What happened?”


Harmon slowly raised his eyes to meet his manager’s gaze.
Bice looked like he hadn’t slept in a week. His soft brown hair hung limp and
tangled, his eyes clouded with worry and tiredness. “I must have fainted again.”


“You need to see a physician right away. This has happened
too many times. It damn near got you killed. That glass must have spilled after
you passed out, and somehow you inhaled the liquid.”


Harmon pressed his had to his throbbing temple. “I’ve only
fainted once in my life, when I lost my sister. That is, until Heaven came
here.” He stared at his manager. “I don’t know what is going on, but until we
figure things out, don’t say a word to anyone about what we’ve seen.”


“Why Harmon? Maybe she needs a doctor too. Perhaps a head
doctor.”


Harmon grasped the man by his collar, threatening to choke
him. “Listen to me. We’ll get Dreams here. She may have some answers.”


“What about you? I can’t have you falling all over the place
like this.”


Harmon walked slowly to his desk and sat down. “I’ll be
fine.” He shook his head in dismay as his gaze fell upon the ruined lyrics. The
picture of his sister sat where it had fallen from his hand. The photo was
ruined. The liquid was dried, leaving it firmly adhered to the desk. The
colors, what was left of them for its age, were now faded even further, leaving
behind pale streaks where her angelic face once smiled.


Bice studied Harmon with concern. He knew the singer was a
complicated man, one who’d keep things to himself, rather than lean on someone
during a crisis. He’d seen too many times once a show was over, Harmon withdrew
into himself. His gaze fell upon the gun.


“Why is your gun out? Tell me you weren’t planning anything
stupid, and leave me behind with the whacko.”


Moments passed while Harmon studied the bullet holes in the
wall. “I shot the phone.”


Bice followed Harmon’s stare to the furthest corner in the
room. The wall was scarred from were Harmon had obviously thrown the phone. A
broken lamp lay directly below. Next to it, lay what was left of the phone.


The black base was all but destroyed, the inner workings
mangled around it. The cord which led to the handset was tangled around the
base of the lamp. The handset was completely blown away from its cord.


Three bullet holes gaped at him from the baseboard, a trio
of black eyes seemed to be watching him from behind the wall. He felt his jaw
clench as he realized for certain, his employer had actually blown the phone to
pieces.


Bice leaned across the desk, blocking Harmon’s gaze at the
dead phone. “Why did you shoot the phone?”


Harmon bit his lip and rubbed his head. “It pissed me off.”


Bice took the musician by the arm. “Come on, lets get you
upstairs. You look terrible.”


Harmon slowly rose from the chair. He gazed at the ruined
lyrics on the floor, and at the picture of his sister, which was now eternally
adhered to his desk.


“Who was that a picture of?” Bice asked.


“My sister. She looked exactly like Heaven.” He stared a
moment longer at the pale photo. Suddenly, he whirled around and glared at
Bice. “ Where is Heaven?”


“Oh God.” Bice moaned. “I locked her in a guest room
upstairs.”


“Do you hate her that much, Bice?”


“Look, I’ll explain later. Lets go.” Bice grabbed the
musician’s arm and pulled him along, as he burst from the study door.


* * *


At the top of the staircase, Bice fumbled in his pocket for the
key.


Harmon stood only centimeters behind him. He could feel the
musician’s hot breath on his shoulder, coming in ragged gasps. He was thankful
Harmon was breathing again, even if it was in such a wheezing, gasping way.
Only moments before he was near death. Only moments before that, he too was
near death. He jammed the key into the lock, and turned it.


Harmon pressed behind, trying to peer over his shoulder. The
singer’s weight slowly flattened him against the door as he struggled with the
lock. The lock clicked open at last, and the door flung wide against their
weight.


Both men tumbled into the room in a tangle of arms and legs
and verbal obscenities.


Harmon landed on top of Bice. Bice struggled to breath against
his weight. The telephone-murdering carnival sideshow was slowly crushing him.


He’d landed near Heaven, who also lay on the floor. Her palm
was blistered crimson. Tiny dots covered it from fingertip, to the bottom of
her palm. He slowly lifted himself up, catching his breath as he followed her
arm. Almost afraid, he gazed into her eyes.


She stared back at him and smiled.


“Heaven, why are you on the floor?” Bice asked.


“I’m tired. I realized the door was locked, and could not
make it back to the bed.”


Harmon quickly regained his celebrity composure. He stood
up, smoothed his long locks away from his face, straightened his liquor-soaked
shirt and gazed at her.


“Your hands are burned again, Heaven. What happened to them?
What on earth is going on around here?”


Bice gently lifted her to her feet. “Not now, Harmon. Let’s
get her back to her room. Once things settle down, we’ll sit down and calmly
try to sort this out.”


Harmon watched the pair leave in silence. Finally, he moved
across the room, and gazed at the magnificent curtains. They were carefully
constructed of hunter green silk, edged with gold cord and finished with
tassels on each corner. He’d imported them from Beijing only months before.


Almost afraid, he grabbed the gilded cord and jerked them
open with a whoosh. He held his breath as he gazed at the window.


The sun had set, shimmering city lights stared back at him
from the distant hills. To the left, the sparkling ocean rolled. Tiny ships
crested the horizon, the telltale glow of their amber lights lit up the waves
as they glided on the churning wings of the night.


He gazed at his reflection in the pane. The glass was
unmarred, un-cracked and unbroken as it should be. He ran his fingertip along
it, still unconvinced. His fingers floated across the smooth surface, as if it
too were made of imported silk.


He turned out the lights and closed the door quietly behind
him.


 



 




[bookmark: c8]Chapter Seven


Harmon caught Bice as he stepped from Heaven’s room.


His manager looked exhausted. Telltale lines crisscrossed on
his brow; his eyes were sunken, missing their usual invigorating glow. “How is
she? And, how are you? You look terrible.”


“I look terrible? Harmon, you were dead, for all intents and
purposes less than an hour ago.” Bice slowly felt the back of his head again,
still expecting to find some sort of mortal wound hidden beneath his skull.


“There is something strange going on around here.” Harmon
whispered, as he gazed at the girl’s closed door. “My study seems to be
destroyed at the moment. Let’s grab a bite in the kitchen and have that talk.”


Bice stared at his employer. He studied the singer’s chest,
watching carefully as it rose and fell with each breath. “I don’t know how you
can eat, but let’s go.”


Harmon pulled out a loaf of bread and a slab of lunchmeat
once they arrived in the kitchen. He handed Bice a sandwich, sat down opposite
him and began devouring his.


“Where’s Bonita?” Harmon asked. “She usually has dinner
started by now.”


Bice paled, as he gulped down a large mouthful of his sandwich.
“Oh, no.”


“What? Don’t tell me something’s happened to Bonita?”


“I was in a rush to find you, and ran into her coming out of
the kitchen earlier. Unfortunately, she was carrying a tray full of vases you
bought while we were on tour last summer.”


Harmon groaned. His eyes momentarily fluttered, and rolled
back in his head. “My collection of lead crystal vases from Mystique?”


“That’s not all.” Bice gulped down the last of his meal. “Before
that, I fell down the stairs and miraculously walked away, uninjured.”


“You fell down the stairs? Do tell, how?”


Bice leaned forward, and gazed into Harmon’s eyes. “Heaven
is how.”


“She pushed you?”


“No. She warned me Harmon, do you hear me? She warned me to
find you, that something was wrong. At first, I didn’t believe her. I didn’t
want to believe her. But I saw that look in her eyes. I could see the future. I
could see you. Then I was convinced. I backed away from her, and rushed down
the stairs too quickly.”


“Now, do you understand after all these years why I had to
find her?”


“There’s more.” Bice’s voice was so low, Harmon had to move
closer to hear him. “Somehow, someway, she is the reason I got up and walked
away from those stairs. I was coming down so quickly, the fall would’ve killed
me. By all intents and purposes, I too should be dead right along with you.”


“So you locked her in a guest suite, because she somehow
saved you?”


“She did save me.” Bice replied. “When I looked up, she was
standing on the landing, gazing down at me. As if she were frozen in time. As
if time itself had stopped. It was like a vacuum, there were no sounds,
nothing. Only the sound of empty space. It was her body there, but she wasn’t
in it.”


“What happened?”


Bice leaned back in his chair, and gazed at the ceiling. “She
collapsed. I made my way back up the stairs to her, and put her in the first
suite I could get her to. She was out cold. Whatever she did to help me, took
every fiber of her strength. She was beyond exhausted.”


“You’re saying she wasn’t in her body? That she never left
the landing, and somehow still managed to break your fall?” Harmon studied Bice
carefully. “Have you lost your mind? Do you know what you’re saying?”


Bice grabbed Harmon’s arm. “Listen to me. First her legs,
and the window. Next, somehow she knows you’re in danger. As if that isn’t
enough for us to somehow absorb, she broke my fall. Don’t ask me to explain it,
I can’t.”


“She never left the landing.” Harmon rubbed his eyes
halfheartedly, hoping to make it all go away. He thought of the picture now
permanently affixed to his study desk. Heaven and Rose could be twins. Now the
picture was gone, and he had no proof to show Bice.


“No.” Bice replied. “As I was falling, my head was thrown
back. I saw her standing on the landing above, looking down at me with a blank
stare. When I came to, she was in the exact same position, the same blank
stare. Afterward, she collapsed. It would’ve impossible for her to leap down
half a flight of stairs to try and help me in that short of a time. It wouldn’t
have been physically possible for her to break my fall. We’d have both gone
down. And in case you hadn’t noticed, because you were on top of me when we
fell into the suite, her hands are burned again.”


Harmon rose from the table, rummaged around in the
refrigerator and brought them both back a beer. He watched Bice gulp down the
foamy broth, wipe his mouth on his cuff and stare distantly at the empty
bottle.


He sighed. “We’ve already tried to talk to her. She’s
telling the truth. She doesn’t know how she does these things. She just does
it.”


Bice gazed at him. “If she gets in the wrong hands…”


“No. I won’t let that happen. We’ll explain to her she needs
to live here the rest of her life, so we can protect her.”


“Have you lost your mind? You can’t keep her locked up here
like a prisoner. She’ll be eighteen in a year, and the state said she can live
on her own then.”


Harmon studied the speck of bread on Bice’s chin, fighting
the temptation to flick it off. “We’ll see what happens between now and then.
Of course, it will be up to her when she’s eighteen. I’ll tell her she’s
welcome here for however long she wants to stay.”


“This time, I won’t argue with you.” Bice rubbed the back of
his head yet again, feeling along his hairline for evidence of a skull
fracture. There was nothing. Not even a blasted bump. “She’s special, Harmon.
More so than you or I, or even the world could ever understand. She does need
to be protected, you got me on that one. After what I’ve seen the last two
days, I’d be afraid to take her out in public. If she were to see someone get
hurt, and do her little magic tricks and the media got wind of it…”


“No. We have to give her as normal as a life as we can. She’s
had nothing but loss, tragedy and despair. This also explains why she was
shunned at the orphanage.”


“You think they knew something about her? Maybe we should
pay them a visit.”


“Maybe.” Harmon yawned and checked his watch. “For now, I’m
going to go check on Bonita, and have her take Heaven up some dinner. I’ll also
have to ask her to wrap Heaven’s hands, yet again.”


“That’s strange.” Bice rose from the chair, and headed for
the door.


“What is it?”


“I asked Bonita to get Hawk, and meet me in the study.” A
frown crossed his brow. “She never showed up.” He leapt from the stool and
burst out the kitchen door.


Harmon raced after him.


* * *


Bice pounded on the housekeeper’s door.


Without waiting for an answer, he tried the doorknob. As he
expected, it was locked. The maid was always very adamant about her privacy.


“Bonita!” He cried through the thick wood. He pressed his
ear against the door, struggling to hear inside.


He remembered his older sister, who often fought with her
boyfriend. She did the same thing when she was upset. She’d lock the door and
refuse to come out for days, albeit for quick escapes to the kitchen. He
remembered hearing his sister’s lock engage from his room across the hall. A
sound he loathed.


He hated it when his sister was upset. He hated it now,
knowing Bonita was upset for breaking Harmon’s prized vases from wherever the
hell they came from. It wasn’t even her fault.


“Bonita!” He shouted again. “Open the door, or I’ll kick it
in!”


Harmon poked him in the back. “Now Bice, lets not act in
haste. That’s imported Burl wood from Morocco.”


Bice whirled around. “Do you mind stepping back? I’m hoping
not to get thrown into her room if she opens the door, only to find you on top
of me again.”


Harmon cocked his eyebrow at his manager. “Come now, you
know that’s the most excitement you’ve had since you broke up with that skank
you dated last year.”


Bice struggled not to smile. He finally relented and broke
into a chuckle. At the same moment, he heard a sound behind him. The door was
slowing opening.


A faded blue eye came into view through the crack, along
with a bit of a reddened cheek beneath pushing out through the crevice. As a
balloon might if squeezed in the hands of a small child.


“Bonita?” Bice studied the maid. “Let me in.”


“No.”


“If you don’t let me in, I’ll kick the door down.”


Harmon poked him in the back again. “It’ll come out of your
paycheck.”


The faded blue eye suddenly widened in horror. The crimson
cheek quickly disappeared from view. Bice could almost hear the pop it
might have made, as it was pulled free from its wooden prison.


The door slowly creaked open. Both men walked into the room
and gazed in dismay at what lay before them.


Suitcases were lined up on the bed, another smaller one sat
atop the vanity. The closet door was ajar, metal hangers stripped of their
furnishings. Wet tissues were scattered across the bed and dresser. A few more
had fallen to the floor, and the table fan was slowing marching them to the far
wall. Drawers stood open and emptied. The room was complete chaos.


“Bonita, What is going on?” Harmon asked.


The Mexican woman pulled a tissue from the pocket of her
rumpled smock. She blew her nose and shoved it back into its hiding place. “Your
Majordomo fired me.”


“Fired you?” Bice groaned. “Why?”


“The vases. The moment you turned the corner and raced for
the study to find Mr. Steele, Thornton came out the kitchen door. He saw the
mess, turned frightfully pale and fired me on the spot. He was even kind enough
to call a taxi on my behalf.”


Harmon gazed at the maid. “No, Thornton can’t fire you.”


Bice nudged the musician. “Harmon, he runs the household and
has the authority. You gave it to him when you hired him.”


“Well, I un-fire her.” Harmon gazed at the sobbing maid. “Bonita,
unpack your things, you’re on my payroll now. You’ll answer to me in the
future, not to Thornton.”


Bice gave the kind woman a hug. He grabbed a suitcase from
the bed, and began carefully placing its contents back into the dresser
drawers.


Harmon quickly followed suit, and hung her uniforms back in
the closet. “Bonita, when you’re up to it, please take Heaven some dinner. She’s
not feeling well enough to come down.”


Bonita gazed at the two men as they unpacked her things.
Bice carefully sat her perfume bottles back on the vanity. Mr. Steel had her
under-garments held out before him, dropping them into her lingerie drawer as
if they were on fire. He refused to look at her bras and panties, as he quickly
let go of the articles. Soon, they were scattered on the floor where he’d
missed his mark for fear of looking at the unmentionables.


She dabbed the remnant of her drying tears once again. “Yes,
Mr. Steele, I’ll take Heaven some dinner, right away.”


“Nothing fancy, Bonita.” Harmon missed the drawer once
again. “A sandwich will do. Afterward, take the evening off. You look like you’ve
seen the other side of Hell.”


“And his name is Thornton.” Bice muttered from the vanity,
as he tried frantically to arrange the many bottles of perfumes in an orderly
fashion.


* * *


Less than an hour later, Bonita carried a tray up to Heaven’s room.


She’d combed the shards of glass carefully from her hair,
washed her face and put on a clean apron. She was looking forward to a quiet
evening. Maybe, she’d call her best friend and invite her to go to a movie.
They might even visit a nice out of the way diner afterward. They’d laugh and
joke like old times, into the wee hours of the night.


She tapped lightly on Heaven’s door. “Room service!”


“Thanks Bonita.” Heaven replied, briefly glancing in her
direction.


“What are you looking at?” Bonita studied the many colorful
magazines scattered across the bed.


“Fashion magazines. Oh, these dresses are to die for.”


Bonita took a seat in the chair next to the bed. “You should
ask Mr. Steele to take you to the mall someday, Miss Heaven. It is full of
dresses exactly like those in your magazines.”


Heaven finally pried her eyes away from the glossy photos,
and gazed at the housekeeper. “What is a mall?” She studied the maid intently.


Bonita chuckled. “That’s right, I remember now. You weren’t
in a place that had malls. It’s a large store, full of many smaller stores and
even fast food places. You’d love it there.”


Heaven gazed at the housekeeper closely. Tiny lines furrowed
her brow, her eyes were red and swollen. Traces of fading crimson still etched
their way across her exotic cheekbones. Her graying black hair had recently
been combed straight, however telltale wisps of stray locks clung to her damp
cheeks. It was obvious she was very upset.


“What is wrong, Bonita?” You look like you’ve been crying.”


Bonita sniffed and looked away, her gaze falling on the
majestic window overlooking the sea. “Don’t worry child, everything is all
right now.”


Heaven moved closer and gazed firmly into her eyes. “Tell
me. I know something is wrong, it’s written all over your face. I know
something happened.”


A fresh tear rolled down the woman’s face. She sighed, and
dabbed a tear away. “There was a terrible accident downstairs, and I’m afraid
all of Mr. Steele’s heirloom vases were shattered.”


“Harmon can buy new vases. He can buy anything he wants.”


“Not like these vases. He and his mother went on a shopping
trip to Mystique a year ago. He bought them for her in a tiny shop, and they
watched as they were made. Harmon had the bottom of each etched with his mother’s
name, and his dead sister’s name. The only reason they were here, is because
his mother asked him to keep them safe for her as they are very sentimental.
She travels a lot, and is away most of the year.”


“How were they broken?”


Another tear fell from the aged woman’s eye. She sniffed,
pulled the soggy tissue from her pocket once again and dabbed it away. “Mr.
Bice came around the corner in the downstairs hall a little too fast. It
frightened me, and caused me to loose my grip on the tray. I had washed them,
and was carrying them back to the display case in the grand ballroom.”


“Oh Bonita, I am so sorry. Please don’t cry.” She leapt from
the bed and threw her arms around the sobbing housekeeper. “This was my fault,
if I hadn’t told Bice, he wouldn’t have fallen and…”


“What do you mean Heaven?” Bonita sniffed again, peering
from behind her tissue. “Bice fell?”


A wave of confusion crossed Heaven’s face, shadowing her
eyes. “Never mind. But it’s my fault those vases were broken. Please forgive
me.”


“No it wasn’t your fault.” Bonita slowly rose from the
comfort of her chair and straightened her smock. “Mr. Steele gave me the night
off, but I’ll be back in the morning to check on you. Eat your dinner, and get
some rest. I’m sure Bice or Mr. Steele will be up soon to check on you.”


Heaven watched as the housekeeper slowly ambled to the door.
She leaned against the frame a moment, took a gulp of air and tiredly made her
way down the hall. She rushed to the door and gazed at the departing woman. Don’t
be sad Bonita, I will make this right. I promise.


Bonita suddenly whirled around and stared at her. Her mouth
fell open, as if she were about to speak. She thought better of it, stared at
the girl a moment longer and slowly turned and made her way down the staircase,
shaking her head in confusion.


Heaven watched as the shadows of the evening enveloped the
housekeeper, until the saddened woman finally disappeared into the downstairs
gloom. She slowly closed the door, and gazed at the majestic bird forever
entombed in the magnificent window.


She would make this right.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c9]Chapter Eight


Harmon gazed at the war zone which was once his study.


The room reeked of the sweet scent of tequila. Bonita had
been through enough in one evening, he wasn’t about to ask her to clean it.
Besides, it would take hours and he’d given her the night off.


The fading sunlight streamed through the window and fell
onto the shattered tiffany lamp. Yet another piece of his one of a kind artwork
was destroyed. He picked up a few broken cabochons and held them in his hand.


Amber and green, blue and yellow beads were now chipped and
cracked. It was hopeless, the lamp was beyond repair. He gazed at a small bead
he held, rolling it between his fingers.


It was the color of her eyes. The color of Heaven’s eyes,
the color of Rose’s eyes. Aquamarine. He raised it toward the falling sun. The
last of the rays lit up the tiny gold flecks harbored deep within.


He studied the phone. He couldn’t grasp what had driven him
to murder it. At least it wasn’t a one-of-kind object d’art.


Three holes in the wall beyond it stared at him, their
triangular pattern reminding him of a bowling ball. Footloose and carefree, the
many Friday nights he spent in the bowling alley, to get away from the hell his
life had become after Rose died. Now once again, like the bowling ball as it
swung recklessly down the lane, it seemed his life was quickly spinning out of
control.


He inhaled sharply as he waited for the blasted incessant
ringing to return. He froze for a moment and finally exhaled. The God-forsaken
sound didn’t return. He sighed in relief.


He stared at his desk. The amber liquid had long since
dried, his lyrics were now a permanent addition to the fine mahogany desktop.
More pages were crumpled and lay in ruin on the floor.


Rose’s face was completely missing from the photo. All that
was left were the fading and running colors of her once navy-blue school
uniform. Certainly his mother would have a copy of the photo. He’d give her a
call in the morning.


He suddenly realized he couldn’t call her. The woman’s vases
were broken into a million pieces, and he’d have to tell her. It was out of the
question. He wouldn’t call her, for now at least.


Maybe he could fly back to Mystique and have more made.
Certainly they still had the molds. No, that was impossible. He’d insisted they
be destroyed, so the vases would forever remain one of a kind.


He shook his head in disgust and stomped out of the room. He
was in a mess now, and needed to sort things out. When things became to much he’d
go to the beach. The sea was his place of peace and solitude. Often while
staring out across the waves, he’d be inspired to write a lyric or two.


He headed out the front door, and stepped into the settling
dusk. A forgotten memory suddenly woke.


He gazed down at his faded jeans and gasped. They were gone.
Instead, he wore a pitcher’s uniform. The pants were much too short, the fabric
dusted with grime of days gone by. In his ten year old hand, he cradled his dad’s
pitchers mitt. He twisted the cap backwards on his head, chewed his lip and
raised his leg high into the air. But he’d thrown the ball too hard.


His aim was off. The leather sphere arced into the sunlight,
momentarily disappearing. When it finally reappeared from its journey around
the earth, it swooped through the neighbor’s window and crashed into their
living room. He was proud in a way, it was one hell of a throw.


He had to face his mother that day. Then, the neighbor.


When he did get the nerve to call her about her vases, he’d
explain he still hadn’t lost his knack for breaking things. Maybe she’d
understand, and they might have a chuckle or two for old times sake.


He knew he’d have to face her sooner or later. Hopefully, it’d
be later. Much later.


He slowly made his way toward the sea. The sun was gone, the
last of its rays faintly etched fluttery prisms of orange-gold across the
rolling waves.


He took his usual seat on a jutting ledge at the base of the
algae covered cliff. He gazed at the horizon, and thought of the mysterious
teenager upstairs whom he’d searched so long for.


* * *


Bice stood at the kitchen counter, gazing at the remnants of the
broken vases.


The tiny butterflies which adorned it were now mere shells
of what they were. Mortal wounds throughout their silvery wings glared in
protest at him. Large pieces, small pieces, in-between pieces. He picked up a
chunk of glass, and slowly tried to find to which vase it might have belonged.


He whirled around at a sound behind him. He peered into the
darkness, seeing a shadowy figure float through the pantry door. It was
Thornton.


The tall, thin majordomo might as well hang from the ceiling
with a light bulb screwed into his mouth. He was never far from the center of
the expansive home. Always peering down from his perch, in search of some sort
of disorder in its midst. In search of a maid to reprimand, hoping to overhear
a snippet of gossip which he’d quickly silence.


Bice willed his heart to stop fluttering, lest it wind up
forever stilled along with the remnant of butterfly he held in his palm.


Thornton cocked his eyebrow and studied him. “What are you
doing with Mr. Steel’s vases?”


Bice carefully laid the broken piece back on the counter. He
wasn’t sure why. It was beyond repair. He finally whirled around, his dark eyes
ablaze. “Do you mind not sneaking up on me like that?”


“My apologies, Mr. Bice.” The majordomo moved toward the
shattered shards of glass, and stared at them. “I’ve terminated Bonita’s
employment for allowing this to happen.”


Bice was unable to control has already mounting temper. He
grabbed the man’s neatly pressed cuff, and squeezed his wrist until the
Majordomo’s eyes threatened to bug out of his head. Which would certainly make
an astounding mess on the majordomo’s perfectly polished marble floor.


“Bonita is no longer terminated, she works for Harmon now.
You never gave her a chance to explain. I was the reason she dropped the vases.”


“Miss Bonita knows quite well when moving about valuables,
it’s a house rule to request assistance in order to prevent mishaps such as
this. And, theft. “ Thornton glanced at his hand. Red and purple blotches were
slowly surfacing across his stretched beyond capacity wrist. His fingers
throbbed, and his fingertips were beginning to numb. “Would you kindly remove
your hand from my arm?”


Bice squeezed the man’s wrist even harder. Finally, he threw
the butlers arm into the air, twisted it for good measure and let go. He
watched as Thornton doubled over in pain, shaking his hand like one might shake
a ballpoint pen which had suddenly ran dry.


Thornton’s thick accent from across the pond was punctuated
with anger. “I request of you, to kindly refrain from placing your hands on my
person in the future.”


“I request of you to go straight to hell. I answer to no
one.” He watched as the butler whirled on his polished heel, and stormed back
to the dark place from where he’d come.


He glared at the majordomo as the man slammed the door
behind him. He pressed his palm to his suddenly throbbing temple. He was
getting tired. He’d go check on Heaven, find Harmon and let him know he was
turning in early. He gazed at the vases once more, and sighed in resignation.
He would ask Bonita to discard the remnants first thing in the morning.


He eased open the refrigerator door, and gazed inside. He
squinted at the amber light, and groped around for a moment or two. He pulled
from the depths two fine beers. It had definitely been a two beer day. Tomorrow
might have to be a three beer day. Back in the day when he managed a band in
Philly, every day was a thirty or so beer day.


It’d taken him months to finally gain control of the monster
which slowly crept up on him in those days. Until one day he woke, and he was
the monster. Now his limit was two beers a day.


Harmon was a good man for keeping the fridge fully stocked
with a plethora of the finest beers from around the world. But this knowledge
ate away at him day and night, as a termite might chisel a freshly hammered
board.


He sighed as he gazed at the many fine beers. It was indeed
tempting to take half a dozen or so up to his room, and indulge in them into
the wee hours of the night.


But he must resist. There were too many strange things going
on in the household, things which he needed to sort out. Plus, Harmon would
come up later, only to find him sloshing drunk and surrounded by empty bottles
of exotic brew.


Then the termites would come. They’d saw away at his bed and
dresser and even his desk, until one took in its teeth his leg, while he laid
in drunken abandon on the floor. He would awaken and be the Philly Monster once
more, covered in sawdust.


He wouldn’t do it. He couldn’t do it. He’d left the monster
back in Philly, where it would stay.


He slammed the door shut and quietly headed upstairs, gently
cradling his two fine beers.


* * *


She lay on the bed and gazed at her hands.


Moments ago, she’d watched the sun set while she ate her
sandwich. Peering through the majestic window toward the beach, she’d studied
Harmon as he slowly walked across the sands, finally taking a seat at the base
of the glaring cliff which cut into the sky. The ocean wind churned his fiery
hair into an inferno of blazing umber.


She gazed at her hand. They showed no sign of the blistered
burns. Bice had come and gone from her room. He’d lifted her palms, and had
muttered illegible words when he too confirmed the wounds were no more. He told
her he was heading for bed, and reminded her he’d be in the next room if she
needed anything, He’d never shown any feeling toward her, until tonight.


The handsome man then peered at her from the doorway, his
dark eyes beseeching her for an explanation of what might have happened on the
staircase earlier, yet his lips never moved.


She told him with her eyes she honestly didn’t know. She had
a gut feeling he would never call her a freak again. He’d smiled warmly at her,
almost as a father might smile at his child and left the room.


She gazed at the beautiful door. Swirls of colorful woods
seemed to melt together. The patterns drifted and whorled, creating a road map
of the tree’s former life for all to see.


The magnificent carvings boasted raised flowers and foliage,
from top to bottom.


She crept from her bed, and traced her finger down the dark
line near the center of the slick wood. It was almost the same color as Bonita’s
hair.


She sighed. Bonita had been terribly sad earlier. She liked
the kind woman, and didn’t want her to be upset. This was her fault, all of it.
If she’d waited until Bice had reached the bottom of the staircase and called
out to him Harmon was in danger, but to go to him calmly, none of this would
have happened.


She’d messed up yet again. By morning Harmon would certainly
decide to drop her off at the orphanage. He might even insist she pack as he’d
done on the beach, not realizing she had nothing to take. He may even find a
deserted island, somewhere in the middle of a vast undiscovered sea and drop
her off there. Forever. She’d be alone until the end of time.


She gazed at the bronzed doorknob. Finally, she opened it
and quietly crept into the deserted hall.


* * *


The sun had long ago set. Harmon sat on the jagged cliff, deep in
thought as the tide slowly ebbed to the pull of the rising moon.


He’d done many things the past few years. He’d been around
the world not once, not twice, but more times than he could honestly remember.
He’d seen millions of women.


Most threw themselves at his feet as he played with his band
onstage. He chuckled at the thought of a few groupies actually fighting over
him, hoping to be the chosen one for a backstage tryst. He could’ve had his
pick of many beautiful women. He finally settled on a lovely actress. He’d been
left her in wake when someone more intriguing, and who didn’t travel abroad
most of the year came to call.


He hadn’t sought Heaven out because she was lovely. He hadn’t
sought her out because he was lonely. He was far from it. He’d sought her out
because of her eyes. The way she gazed at him when he turned her near lifeless
body over in the sand ten years ago. The way she read every song long buried in
his soul, not yet set to paper.


Maybe he shouldn’t have brought her to the mansion. Maybe
she was much to fragile to deal with the jet-setting carefree lifestyle he once
enjoyed. He knew he’d never take her back to the orphanage, yet maybe there was
a family out there who knew how to deal with the strange occurrences which
seemed to manifest themselves around her.


No, he would never allow that to happen. Maybe, he’d find a
therapist to talk to her. Someone to help them understand what was going on
with the broken windows, and legs which suddenly became whole again. If he
brought her friend Dreams to visit, she’d have company and could do all the
things teenagers do.


He stifled a yawn. It was unlike him to grow tired until the
break of dawn. But it’d been a strange day. A day which had slowly drained his
energy the moment he opened his eyes, to find Bice breathing into his mouth in
the study. He shuddered at the thought.


He gazed at his large home looming on the windy hill above
him. Heaven’s light was out, as was Bice’s. The two had apparently turned in
early, even though the sun had only set an hour ago.


He rose and stretched from his overlook on the cliff wall,
inhaling the deep scent of the salty sea once more. Far in the distance,
lightning zigzagged across the churning waves. He kicked off his shoes and
walked through the surf barefoot.


The waves lapped around his ankles and soothed his tired
feet. He pondered sleeping on the beach. He’d lay in the surf all night,
letting it gently caress him into a tranquil slumber. But with the luck he’d
had today, he would surely drift out to sea only to be found washed ashore in
China come morning.


The sands were soft and cool between his toes. He wriggled
them deep down, until the grainy earth was topping his ankles. It felt good
against his aching muscles.


Suddenly, he felt a searing hot pain in his foot. He yelped
in surprise and fell backward onto the shoreline. Crimson stains oozed from his
heel, and dripped into the water around him.


He grabbed his foot and studied it in the moonlight. A deep
cut crossed from one side of his heel to the other. He yanked his shirt off and
carefully pressed it against the wound.


But the blood continued to flow. He wrapped the shirt
tightly around his ankle and tied it off. He was going to have to get back to
the house in a hurry now. His tranquil evening by the sea had fallen to the
wayside in only seconds. He couldn’t win for loosing.


He reached for his shoes, and noticed a jagged strip of
metal glowing in the moonlight near them. He bent over the object which had cut
him, and slowly scooped the sand away.


Whatever it was must have been buried for years. The dull
metal was pitting and rusted, threatening to break apart the moment the next
wave crested over it. He would have to pull it from the sand which held it
prisoner, before someone else got hurt.


He gently scooped the last of the grey muck from around it,
and carefully pulled it from its forgotten grave. His foot was beginning to
throb in pain. He glanced down at his shirt which encircled it. Stains were
already oozing through the thin fabric.


He held the object up in the moonlight. It was an old rusted
can, nearly broken in half from the salty bath it’d taken for many years. He
dumped the contents out of the can. Wet sand, algae and small shells tumbled to
the shore. He shook the can a bit more, trying to expel the remnants. A final
glob of mud suddenly popped free and splashed into the shallow water.


Out rained dozens of golden coins. They fell into the water,
suddenly free of their eternal tomb. They gleamed brightly in the moonlight,
while the waves gently washed them clean.


He dropped to his knees and scooped up a handful. He held
one up to the moon, trying to find an angle which would make it more visible.


He gazed at the glittering medallions in amazement. There
must be a hundred or more of them.


* * *


Bice woke suddenly from his restless sleep, and sat up.


He gazed at the clock on his bedside table. It was nearly
midnight. He peered thorough the crack in the curtains. The full moon glowed in
its lunar radiance, beaming its rays across his bed.


Horrified, he grabbed his legs and carefully felt of them
from his thigh to his ankle. He breathed a sigh of relief. They were both still
there as they should be. The termites hadn’t eaten them. Even better, there was
no sawdust under the sheets.


He glanced at the empty beer bottles near the clock. The
fine ales had left him incredibly thirsty. He slowly rose from the comfort of
his bed, and quietly padded downstairs for a drink of drink of water. Maybe
tomorrow would only be a one beer day. The two fine beers had left him with a
throbbing headache.


* * *


Heaven gazed at the broken vases on the kitchen counter.


The vases she’d essentially broken in a roundabout way,
because she hadn’t thought things through first. If she hadn’t rushed into the
hall to call out to Bice, only to see him slip cruelly down the stairs, she
would be standing in this very spot guilty of murder.


It seemed the moment they’d carried her broken body through
the doorway and upstairs to the room she had awaken in, she’d done nothing but
cause Harmon’s little family pain.


She had broken his prized window, kicked poor Hawk in the
worst place and had caused Bice to fall downstairs, who in turn ran into Bonita
and destroyed the vases moments later.


She’d especially hurt Bonita. She could tell when the kind
woman brought her dinner. She could read it in her eyes and knew exactly what
had happened, though the woman never uttered a word. She’d been dismissed from
her household duties by a very angry majordomo.


She wasn’t sure what a majordomo was, but he was very upset
with Bonita and dealt the poor woman a severe tongue-lashing. Then he told her
to get out. The woman stood in the kitchen horror stricken, watching the butler
call her a cab. He’d slammed down the phone and pointed to her room, demanding
she pack immediately. It was all in her eyes.


She remembered playing a strange game at the orphanage.
Oblong white blocks with many dots on them. The children carefully stacked them
in a row, circling and criss-crossing them and standing them on their ends
around and around the table.


Then, the lucky special chosen one would get to push the
first block. It hit the next block and the next and so on, until all the pieces
whirled together in a haze of plastic and dots at the speed of lightening,
until finally all had fallen. The children laughed and clapped their hands in
glee at the spectacle.


She was never the lucky special chosen one to push the first
piece into the other. Nor, was she ever asked. Now without asking, she’d
re-created the same game of dots in Harmon’s home. All the pieces were falling
down around her. She’d pushed the first piece without really knowing how.


A tear rolled down her cheek.


She knew what she must do. She would make things right.
Then, she’d leave this place she’d brought so much grief to the moment she
passed through the front doors.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c10]Chapter Nine


Harmon staggered into the kitchen clutching the dripping can
of coins.


He leaned against the doorway, gasping for breath. His foot
ached with pain; a thousand searing daggers burned from deep within. He flipped
the lights on and gazed at the floor.


It was already covered in a pool of blood. He was in
trouble, and he knew it. He felt himself growing weak as he stumbled toward the
phone. But he lost his balance and the can fell from his hands. Glistening
coins tumbled to the floor and rolled in every direction. The last of the mud
from the bottom of the can splattered across the gleaming tile.


He grabbed the counter to steady himself, and slowly inched
toward the phone. He wrestled with the receiver and punched in Bice’s number.


There was no answer.


He slammed the phone down, remembering Bonita was out for
the night. He thought of Hawk. Surely Hawk would be in his room, and hear the
phone ring.


A sickening wave of nausea washed over him. His mind began
to spin, and he watching in fear as the images in the kitchen began to shift
from one wall to the next. He watched the refrigerator take the place of the
stove, and gaped in horror as the stove came to rest where the dishwasher once
lay.


He studied the phone again. The numbers had morphed into
giant red beetles. He pressed and pressed them, but they all ran together until
they were nothing but a fiery blob. With the last of his strength, he flung the
phone across the kitchen and laid his head on counter.


He slowly opened his eyes, struggling to bring something
into focus. He closed his eyes, and opened them once more. His mothers vases
slowly come into sight only inches from his aching head.


They glistened in the kitchen lights. A kaleidoscope of
winged butterflies danced across the lead crystal. A dozen delicately carved
roses seemed to beckon to him in the background. Their rainbow of colors
sparkled like diamonds riding on the night winds.


He was suddenly floating high above, gazing down at the
macabre scene of him below.


But he didn’t care, for he’d found his lost sister. They
were gliding on the wings of dawn, with no care in the world. But much too
soon, the wrenching pain in his body beckoned him back home.


Once again he struggled to focus his eyes on what lay before
him. Bonita had done a fine job polishing the vases. One-of-a kind
masterpieces, which had become family heirlooms. Her care and finesse of the
shimmering relics reflected back into his glazed eyes. He could see her working
carefully, polishing each tiny crevice with the utmost delicacy.


He reached out and gently lifted the one nearest him. He
turned it over, willing his eyes to focus and struggled to read the inscription
on the bottom.


‘To mom, with love. In memory of Rose Steele. Harmon.’


He smiled weakly at the thought of his beloved sister, and
fell unconscious to the floor.


* * *


Bice slowly descended the staircase from Hell, taking great care
not to loose his death-grip on the slick mahogany rail.


One, two, three four…a few more steps, and I’m to the
floor


Five, six, seven, eight…I won’t let my head get squashed
like a grape.


Earlier, he’d fished out a hand mirror from his bathroom
drawer. He held it above his eyebrows and gazed at the back of his head in the
large mirror behind him.


No lumps or bumps, only a normal head. His shoulder length
bronze hair skirted his shoulders as it always had. Assuring himself once again
his skull really was in one piece, his gaze had fallen to his buttocks. He
flexed them. First one, and the other, and finally both. He studied their
reflection carefully.


Not bad. Maybe next time Harmon threw one of his ‘I’m-a-Big-Star’
parties, he’d make his entrance into the ballroom backwards. That way the women
would see his buttocks first. Harmon always got the beautiful women. Next
party, it’d be his turn. He’d wiggle his derriÅre just so. Women would swarm to
him like termites to fresh wood.


He chuckled away the thought as he reached the bottom of the
staircase. He stood for a moment and gazed out the window alongside the front
entrance doors, still relishing the fact that he was still alive after his
tumble earlier.


Headlights peered through the fog and slowly inched up the
circular drive. He moved to the front door, peering through the sheer curtains.
He watched as Bonita waved her friend farewell.


The woman seemed to be glowing. The evening out had
apparently done her well. He didn’t want to frighten her in the gloom of the
house, so he hurried toward the kitchen.


He paused a moment, noticing the lights from inside glowing
beneath the closed door.


Apparently Dog or Harmon were enjoying a late-night snack.
He might indulge in a snack himself, but he’d damn sure stay away from the many
fine imported beers.


* * *


Heaven lay on the bed and closed her eyes. She could remember now.
The foggy pages of her past were beginning to come into focus after so long.
She was on the island once again with her parents. Memories stirred from deep
within. Soon, she would know her purpose.


She’d done something wrong that horrible day ten years ago.
The men on the island had begun to fight, moments after she’d laid her hands on
one of their dead and gave him new life.


The soft beat of the drums was interrupted by screams and
cries of the women and children She watched in horror as spears were drawn.


Her mother screamed from somewhere behind her. Her father
grabbed her arm, and quickly dragged her to their small boat. He’d tossed her
in, grabbed her mother and lifted her inside. The natives were coming quickly
now, their long spears poised in the air above their heads.


She whirled around and gazed in disbelief at the shoreline,
as her father paddled the boat away in great haste. The winds had grown too
high though, and the sea was much too angry for them to possibly make an
escape. But they had no choice.


The island men were running into the thrashing waves,
determinedly throwing their spears at the departing craft. The waves crashed
around her, sending fine sprays of sea mist across her face. A fiery projectile
flew only centimeters above her head. She quickly cowered down, and sought
shelter along the inside hull.


A blood-chilling scream rippled through the salty air. She
glanced behind her, following the cries to the bow. Her mother had been hit by
the arrow she’d ducked from. It completely penetrated her shoulder. Crimson
stains burst from the wounded woman’s scapula. Her eyes seemed to bulge from
their very sockets.


Her father screamed from somewhere in the distance. “Help
her child, help her!”


He wailed from a thousand miles away, though he stood
nearby. The boat rocked against the sudden shift of weight as he lurched toward
his wife.


Her mother had grown ghastly pale in only minutes, while the
stains beneath her slowly spread along the bottom of the small boat. They
seeped across the deck, reaching out along the grains of the wood, like tentacles
on an octopus.


The spear had lodged into the bottom of the boat and
penetrated the aged vessel. Seawater was slowly seeping in, mixing with the
crimson stains beneath her mother.


Her father groaned and leaned over his wife. He grabbed the
spear with both hands and sharply pulled it from her shoulder. But she did not
scream. She was barely conscious, and could only make gurgling noises.


A spasm of mortal blood arced into the air from her mother’s
wound, and was quickly blown away in the gale winds. She watched as her father
pressed his hands against her ragged skin. But it was no use. The deathly
tentacles of the octopus slowly crept up his wrists.


He father gazed at her. “Come quickly child. You must help
her, or she will die.”


She lurched toward her mother, but lost her balance in the
blood soaked boat and fell to her knees. Her father caught her arm, pulling her
gently toward him.


“Help her quickly, she has no time.” He cried over the sound
of the crashing waves.


She gazed at her mother. A fine mist was already forming
across the woman’s eyes. They stared straight upward into the churning skies.
Rigid eyes, seeing eternity, but seeing nothing. She was briefly tempted to
gaze above to see what her mother was staring at.


She’d covered the wound with her hands. The bloody tentacles
of the sea creature slowly crept up her wrists. Crimson threads of death wove
its veins into the fine lines of her skin.


As suddenly as their march to eternity began, they stopped.
Her father screamed behind her.


She gazed at him. He was frozen to the deck of the boat,
unable to move. He fought and twisted against the invisible force which held
him fast, but it was no use.


Lightening crackled above and hung still in the blackened
sky. It was only a jagged neon spear now, unable to hit is mark. The demonic
waves came to a standstill. Only droplets of water could fall from their frozen
crests. The sea was helpless to inhale the boat. It too, was frozen in time.


For now at least.


* * *


Bonita smiled as she quietly closed the mahogany doors .


She and her best friend, Maria, had spent the most wonderful
evening painting the town.


They’d found the most divine sushi bar, and indulged in
every creature that haunted the seven seas. Afterwards, the pair strolled the
cobblestone walk until they came upon a fine coffee shop.


She’d ordered a vanilla latte, while Maria inhaled a
cappuccino. Finally, they gazed through sparkling storefront windows, as the
city lights turned the sidewalks into a blazing glow.


The pair burst into laughter when Maria realized Bonita had
left her face print on one of the windows. Maria laughed at her friend, which
caused the remnants of her tepid coffee to topple over and slosh onto her
sequined dress. The pair fell into each other’s arms, attempting to hold one
another up during their out of control laughter. They’d finally managed to trot
away in wheezing fits, back into the anonymity of the darkness.


Bonita smiled as she strolled down the long corridor toward
her room. The walking had done her feet no good. They ached so much, she was
tempted to kick her shoes off and leave them behind.


When she’d first come to work in the great house, Harmon had
given her the pick of any suite in the expansive mansion. If she’d taken a
fancy to the elaborate suite next to his, he would have graciously bowed and
escorted her to it.


But alas, she was not one for the finer things in life. She
was a simple housekeeper, with a simple life. The simpler, the better. Instead,
she’d chosen a very nice but mediocre suite, only a door from the kitchen.
After all, that is where she spent most of her time.


And indeed, Harmon had escorted her to it and confirmed
everything inside was to her liking. She adored him.


She peeled off her gloves and tossed them on the buffet
table in the dim hallway. She would not worry that the majordomo would rap
harshly on her door at dawn, holding them out to her with a grimace the moment
she opened the door.


She already knew Harmon would scoop them up, tap her door
lightly and hand them to her with a smile. He was a fine man indeed. In the
dimness before her, a figure appeared in front of the kitchen doors. Harmon was
usually a night owl, as all musicians seemed to be.


“Harmon, is that you?” She called into the darkness.


“No, it’s me, Bice.”


She quickly caught up to him. He too, was a fine man. As she
gazed into his deep auburn eyes, she suddenly longed to be twenty years
younger. Why he was single, she’d never know. What she did know was the longer
he worked for Harmon, the less chance he would ever have getting a woman long
term.


Women flocked to Harmon like magnets, while Bice stood in
the shadows seemingly waiting his turn. But, his turn had never come.


“You’re up late.” She smiled.


“Going to grab a juice. Want to join me?”


“No thanks, Mr. Bice.” She called over her shoulder. “I’m
exhausted. Good night.”


“Hold on a minute, Bonita.”


She stopped and slowly turned back to him, watching him
curiously as he caught up to her. Suddenly, he whirled on his heel, until his
backside was facing her.


“Do you think I have a nice ass?” He asked, glancing at her
over his shoulder.


* * *


Heaven opened her eyes and gazed around the darkened room.


The vague outline of a tiffany lamp rested in the far corner
of the room near the window. The colored glass glowed in the moonlight,
reminding her of the majestic window in her suite. She shuddered away the
thought of the magnificent window. She’d be sure to stay far away from the
colorful lamp.


Above it, gold records lined the walls. The moonlight
glinted off each of them, transforming them into lunar discs behind their
transparent casings. On the far side of the room, leather-bound books lined a
bookcase, which stretched from wall to wall.


She must be in the study. How she got here, she didn’t want
to know.


She sat up and spat the carpet from her parched mouth. It’d
become a strangely familiar taste lately. Back at the orphanage, she didn’t
recall waking up on the floor as much, if at all.


She gazed once again at the books. She shuddered,
remembering the books at the children’s prison. Glittering, lovely covers on
the outside, but on the inside it was quite the opposite tale.


Nuns roamed the stark halls, ruler in hand. Always ready to
strike the palms of a child who might dare even breathe without asking.


She’d had her palms struck on more than one occasion. Once,
for talking to Dreams during class. The Sister had warned her, but she had not
taken heed.


The grumpy woman had stomped to her desk, her gargoyle robes
twisting grotesquely around her ankles. She had demanded Heaven relinquish her
palms to her.


She’d hesitated, knowing full well it would be much easier
to do as instructed, rather than face the wrath of the headmistress.


The blows came in a succession of three. Stinging, burning
pain overwhelmed her as she fought back the tears for what seemed an eternity.
Stifled chuckles drifted from students in the distance.


Dreams was the only one who didn’t laugh at her friend’s
predicament. Her friend had contorted her face behind the nun’s back, and made
a few impolite gestures. The students burst into another round of laughter. The
nun whirled around to see what the snickering was about. But her robes once
again snared her ankles. She was suddenly a forest creature caught in a
leaf-riddled trap, and crashed to the floor.


Her head struck the desk behind her.


Heaven could only stare at the dead nun. There was no urge
to rush to her aid, to put her hands on her head, to make her better. But the
woman was a fellow human being, she knew she had no choice, and resigned
herself to help. She cautiously moved toward the fallen nun.


She gasped in horror as a black wall burst from the dirty
floor, slowly rising until it hit the grimy ceiling. When it came to a rest, it
had effectively separated her from the grisly scene of death in the room. It
was impenetrable. She couldn’t help the nun now, even if she’d really wanted
to.


She gazed in terror at the students. No one could see the
opaque wall but her. She suddenly understood. The nun would never go on to do
great things. As a matter of fact, after her death it was discovered the nun
was actually a man.


A man who sported a long track record of preying on small,
helpless children forgotten by society. He’d found the perfect place to take a
job. He’d fooled the entire staff, and all of the children.


That was the day she decided to make her escape. And it was
an escape well made, once she broke the lock on her door and found Dreams. The
pair had run for the distant hills, and had never looked back.


But she was suddenly confused. Her palms still stung from
the rapping by the man-nun.


She gazed at her hands in the moonlight, almost afraid to
bring them to her face. Inhaling deeply, she studied her palm. Not
surprisingly, it was blistered yet again. Maybe she’d ask Harmon for a pair of
gloves. That way, she might stay out of trouble.


She couldn’t be sure if they’d work. Trouble seemed to
follow her no matter where she went. She’d only remove them at bath time. At
least that would be a start to finding normalcy. Harmon would never know the
difference. She’d simply tell him her hands were often cold.


The familiar, searing pain was now slowly sweeping up her
wrist. Tiny bubbles formed beneath the skin, threatening to break open and
spill forth their poison. She fought back tears, as she slowly turned over her
other hand.


It too was blistered. But something was different. She
crawled toward the window, and positioned her hand under a beam of moonlight
weakly filtering through.


She was holding the photo of a beautiful, young girl. She
wore what appeared to be a school uniform from long ago, her long golden curls
floated gently down her neck. The photo was in pristine condition for its age.
She rolled her fingers along the corrugated sides. The paper was crisp and
seemingly new. She could almost smell the darkroom chemicals on the snapshot.


Harmon must have dropped it. She’d be sure to lay it back on
the desk as she quietly made her exit. She’d caused enough trouble for the day.
Actually, since she had stepped foot into his expansive castle. She wasn’t
about to let him know she’d been in his private study without permission.


She slowly pulled herself up and leaned against the desk.
She was tired. Very, very tired. But she knew she’d have to make it back
upstairs, somehow. Harmon mustn’t know she’d been in the study alone. All hell
would certainly break loose.


She tossed the photo onto the desk and quietly slipped out
the door.


* * *


Bice strolled into the kitchen.


He certainly hoped he hadn’t insulted Bonita. The poor maid
had gasped when he flexed his buttocks at her, and rushed to her room. The slam
of her door had echoed down the darkened corridor.


He hadn’t meant his question as a sexual innuendo, he merely
wanted her opinion. He always respected her opinions. She was a quiet woman,
but an honest woman. He sighed as he walked across the kitchen. His lips were
parched, and his tongue was plastered to the roof of his mouth.


He stuck his head into the fridge, and pushed aside the many
fine imported beers and ales. The Philly Monster was dead and buried, where it
would stay. He was much too strong to let it creep silently back into his life.
He would resist the urge.


He decided on a jar of juice. He flipped off the cap and
took a long drink. He turned and gazed at the lovely vases across the kitchen,
sitting proudly under the dim lights as the cool liquid nourished his lips.


Bonita had truly done a fine job polishing them. He
sincerely hoped she wouldn’t go to Harmon in the morning, accusing him of
sexual harassment. Perhaps, he’d visit her first thing in the morning and offer
his apologies.


Suddenly, reality came crashing down on him. He blinked his
eyes in astonishment at the glittering keepsakes, which spontaneously caused
him to swallow the beverage too late.


The liquid took a wrong turn. It filled his lungs until it
threatened to smother out his very existence. The jar crashed to the floor and
burst into an exotic orange rainbow across Thornton’s perfectly manicured tile.
He never felt it leave his hand.


He dropped to his knees as he struggled to breathe. He
gasped repeatedly as the searing amber liquid spewed from his nose. Salted
brine streamed from his eyes, his body jerked and flopped on the hard tile as a
fish might when suddenly pulled from the murky depths of a lost lagoon. Wheals
of moving flesh prickled along his arms as he once again fought for his life.


An eternity later, his breathing returned to normal. His
hands shook as he brushed the sticky hair from his face.


Now he was bleeding. Blood covered his palms and arms. He
grasped the kitchen island and heaved himself onto the chair. Still gasping, he
gazed at his arms and his legs. But he had no mortal wounds. There were no
wounds at all.


An overwhelming nausea overtook him as he studied the vases
once more. His head swam, wave after wave crashed against his skull. Damned
that hurricane. Damn it to hell. It was the reason Heaven was here. The blasted
storm was the reason the house had turned into a cathedral of the damned.


He must be in a movie, that was it. Any moment now someone
would certainly come into the kitchen, even at this late hour, and unplug the
projector. It would click and jump and grind in protest to a stop. The vases
would fall back into a million glittering pieces, like they were before. He’d
finish his juice and head upstairs to his waiting bed.


But his instincts told him things were far from normal.


The Philly Monster was slowly crawling up his legs. He could
feel its grimy tentacles as they wove and crisscrossed along his skin. Burning
freeways of slithery movement threatened to overtake him. He’d wake up in a pile
of sawdust if he relented. No, he’d be the sawdust.


Harmon would come into his suite in the morning, or in the
afternoon, or whenever the hell big Hollywood stars decided to climb out of bed
and find a pile of shriveled wood castings under the sheets.


Nothing would be left of him but an empty bottle of very,
very fine ale. And perhaps the imprint of his manly buttocks. Harmon would then
pour plaster-of-Paris into the crevices and have yet another conversation piece
for his future parties.


He already knew what he was looking at, as he gazed through
the vases to the floor beyond. But his mind couldn’t take it in. It couldn’t
absorb the reality of the blood-red swirls materializing through the crystal
fog. The painting was coming to life despite his fight against it.


He hadn’t even had a chance to dutifully accept the fact
that the vases were once again whole. It was too much to ask of a man who’d
nearly choked to death on juice only moments before. Maybe if it’d been a fine
beer or imported ale, it would have been worth it. But not a damned orange
juice.


He was suddenly a thousand miles away, cutting his breakfast
on a mirror. But no that wasn’t him anymore. He shook himself repeatedly,
trying to fling from his mind the image that lay before him. Like he’d done as
a child when the ants in his ant farm had died.


He’d pried the top off, and shook and pounded the tiny
entombed carcasses from their eternal desert sands. He’d stared at their tiny
bodies until the sun had set. The image stayed in his young mind for days. He
never quite got over the loss of his pet ants. He loved those damned ants.


But he knew he was in full control of his mind since he left
Philadelphia. That is, until Heaven made her presence in the household. A
household that was slowly morphing into a sanitarium. He should’ve seen to it
that Harmon stayed on tour and never came back to this place. Because the
mansion was now haunted. Haunted with an unexplainable presence which
materialized into a very beautiful girl who called herself, of all things,
Heaven.


The movie projector jolted back to life. It whirred and
crackled as it replayed its black and white film of impossibility to him. He
struggled to fight it, but once again was drawn helplessly into the silver
screen in front of him.


Through the shimmering and once again perfect butterflies,
dancing high above the frozen crystalline roses, lay Harmon in a pool of blood.


* * *


 





[bookmark: c11]Chapter Ten


Rays of sun burst through the imported Tuscany curtains. Metallic
threads interwoven in the fleur-de-lis fabric danced in the morning light. They
mixed with the rising glow, and set the room on fire in a bath of gold.


Harmon slowly opened his eyes. He blinked, and blinked
again. He must be dead. He had to be dead. He remembered nothing. No, there was
something. Deep down in the darkest closet of his cobwebbed mind. He must’ve
fallen off the stage.


No, he hadn’t fallen. He remembered the blood. A fuzzy image
danced beyond his memory. Too much blood. His life ebbed from his wound, much
like the tide had ebbed when he was on the beach in the moonlight, leaving
behind a pool of crimson on the pristine sands.


He gazed toward the sunlight. Next to his bed an angel sat
upon a gilded chair. She seemed to be sleeping. But angels didn’t sleep. The
sun glinted in her golden hair, spinning the delicate strands into silken
threads.


“Heaven, is that you?”


She didn’t respond. He stared at her a moment longer.
Satisfied she was breathing, he realized his mouth was terribly dry. His belly
churned with pangs of hunger, unwilling to be stifled. He couldn’t be dead.
Dead people didn’t get hungry. Or for that matter, thirsty.


He raised his hand to his face. His skin was glowing pink,
far from the hand of a skeleton he expected to see. He turned it over and
studied his veins. There appeared to still be blood coursing through them.


He wasn’t convinced. He pressed his fingertips to his
cheeks, searching for the warmth only a living body could bring. Still
unsatisfied, he ran his hand down his neck and across his chest. The warm,
gentle beat deep within finally reassured him once and for all. He was still a
Musical God.


“Harmon?” Bice asked. “Good morning. How are you feeling?”


Harmon turned toward the voice. He gasped as is eyes fell
upon his manager.


Bice looked like he’d wrangled with the devil himself the
entire night. His eyes were sunken and bloodshot. Dark circles beneath nearly
overcame the soft allure of his auburn gaze. Orange stains mottled his shirt
collar. What seemed to be traces of blood lined his cuffs.


He sat up and gazed at his manager. “What happened to you?”


Bice sighed and rubbed his chin. “I’m fine. The real
question is, what happened to you last night?”


Harmon noticed his foot felt rather odd. Prickling
sensations overcame it, yet it was freezing cold at the same time. He threw the
covers back in fear.


Thick gauze covered his limb, reaching upward beyond his
mummified ankle. On each side were packs of ice, encased in sea blue latex
gloves. The fingers stuck out at odd angles, mimicking a mime without a body.


Harmon struggled to reply. Feathery wisps of a headache were
beginning to form deep within his temples. “I was on the beach and I stepped on
something. I managed to get back to the house, but must’ve fallen in the
kitchen.”


Bice gave the musician a reassuring smile. “The doctor said
you’ll be fine, but you lost a lot of blood. Apparently you fainted. He said
you didn’t loose enough blood to cause you to loose consciousness. He sewed up
your foot and explained your fainting spells are most likely stress related, or
due to the fact that you can’t stand the sight of blood.”


Harmon barely listened to his assistant, choosing instead to
gaze at Heaven. “Why is she in here? What’s going on?”


“I needed to keep an eye on her.” Bice hesitated a moment,
gazing at her as she slept on the chair. He started to chew his nail, but
suddenly stopped as the image of a termite played in his mind. “Someone needs
to.”


Harmon fought to bring back the memory of the night before. “The
vases. They are whole again.” He kicked aside the ice packs, and swung his legs
over the side of the bed. “Bice, tell me it was a hallucination. Tell me it isn’t
so.”


Bice paled. After the doctor had left the night before and
Harmon was safely in bed, he’d gathered the vases up. He hid them in a linen
closet on a mostly unused wing of the great house. He’d be damned if Thornton
or Bonita walked into the kitchen and discovered them as new again. He wouldn’t
be the chosen one left holding the bag, grasping for explanations to tell the
staff.


Finally he’d checked on Heaven. She was safely and
surprisingly, asleep on her bed. Once again, her hands were burned to a crisp.
He’d spent the next hour applying ointment and bandages.


At a loss as what to do with Heaven, he’d finally decided to
carry her into Harmon’s suite. He quickly deposited her on the chair next to
the musician’s bed. The girl was apparently exhausted. She’d never woke.


He locked the door to the room, and rushed downstairs to
clean up the mess in the kitchen. Unbelievably, the staff had slept through it
all. Finally, he’d sopped up the musician’s bloodied footprints.


Bonita had apparently not seen a thing, nor had he, because
the hallways were so dim. He’d gone back to the kitchen and stared in amazement
at the collection of golden coins. He finally tucked them away at his next
stop, Harmon’s room.


The rays of sun were filtering through the curtains as he
finally settled into the chair near Harmon. He’d not slept the entire night. He’d
held vigil at the musician’s bedside, while keeping his other eye on Heaven.


“I can’t tell you it’s a hallucination.” He replied. “It’s
real. I saw the vases myself, and nearly choked to death on a blasted orange
juice when I did. We have a problem, Harmon. A big problem.”


Harmon turned his gaze to the girl at his bedside. He was
suddenly stricken, yet again, by her overwhelming beauty. It was not her fault
strange things were happening in the household. Her bandaged hands seemed
haphazardly secured. Lengths of knotted gauze hung in ribbons from each. She
looked beyond exhausted. Almost as if she were in a coma.


“She can’t help it, Bice.” Harmon responded. Whatever it is,
we must learn to live with it. Most of all, she must learn to live with it. All
we can do is accept it, and support her. There couldn’t possibly be a logical
explanation for any of this.”


Bice sighed as a look of resignation swept over him. He
already knew the girl held a very odd gift. The gift to somehow mend broken
lamps and broken legs. He wasn’t sure what happened on the staircase, but he knew
he’d have to accept it.


“What will her future bring?” He asked the musician. “How
can we give her a normal life when our own lives are so far from normal?”


Harmon gazed at the glinting sun as it streamed through the
window, lighting her golden hair into a burst of fiery hues. “Que sera, sera.”
He whispered. “Let it be. Let’s try to accept it and carry on as normally as we
possibly can.” He laid back on the bed, and was soon asleep.


Bice stared at his employer. The musician who’d also become
a close friend over the years. The same man who helped him overcome his own
addiction to alcohol, even though he had demons of his own burning. He always
had a great deal of respect for Harmon. This was the side of the man the public
would never see.


“Que sera, sera.” He whispered to the sleeping musician. He
leaned back in the chair and finally, closed his eyes.


* * *


Bonita pushed a stray hair from her brow as she glanced out the
kitchen window.


The last rays of the sun were slowly fading beyond the
hills. The enormous mansion had been unusually quiet today. Neither Harmon,
Bice nor Heaven had come down.


After her housekeeping chores, she’d busied herself
preparing her employer his favorite meal, tomato soup. She glanced at the clock
on the far side of the kitchen. It was nearing dinnertime. The wealthy families
she’d worked for in the past might have paled in horror at the thought tomato
soup for dinner. She knew the hearty aroma would weave its way upstairs and
lure Harmon down any minute.


Despite his wealth, he’d never sought to indulge in the
frivolities of fine cuisine. He was a Southerner. To the best of her
recollection, he’d been raised on tomato soup. Or maybe, it was chicken friend
steak. Often, she couldn’t remember. Nevertheless, she was certain he’d pop his
head through the doors soon. She dipped the spoon into the bubbling broth, and
gently stirred it.


The double kitchen doors whooshed open suddenly and startled
her. The ladle slipped from her hands and plunked onto the floor in an
explosion of orange broth.


She stared in horror at the mess. “Oh no!”


“I’m sorry, Bonita.” Heaven stood in the doorway, staring at
the mess on the alabaster floor.


Bonita wrung her fingers against the bottom of her apron. “No
problem.”


Heaven approached the housekeeper. “What is that?”


“Tomato soup.”


Heaven shook her head. “No, look where the spoon fell.” She
pointed at the mess it’d left behind. A metallic glint sparkled from beneath
the edge of the counter.


Bonita lifted the strange object and studied it. “It’s a
golden coin. A pure gold coin.”


Heaven stared at the token, as a faint wave of familiarity
embedded itself into her frozen thoughts. She shook her head in disbelief. It
was impossible.


Suddenly, drums beat in the distance. She spun on her heel
and gazed around the kitchen, searching for the source of the sound. But there
were no drums being pounded nearby. Maybe in the studio, but not here.


She felt her knees grow weak as she gazed once again at the
token Bonita held. A tingling sensation slowly marched upward from the back of
her thighs, until it made its way to her lower back. She flexed her fingers
repeatedly as her arm went helplessly numb.


But it was no use. The numbness quickly spread to her
opposite hand. She gasped, realizing her hands were not numb. They were burning
hot. She stared at her palms, while beads of sweat materialized across her
cheeks.


“What is it?” Bonita asked. “Is something wrong?”


Heaven could only gaze at the coin. Her mouth opened and
closed, but no words came. She clenched her fists, willing the searing heat to
go away and shook her hands violently.


The ants had made their way to her shoulders now. She
reached behind her and tried desperately to wipe them away. The drums beat
louder as the ants slowly spread across her face. They were in her eyes now,
and in her mouth.


A seagull cried from high above. She gazed at it, but it was
not there. Only a bright light stared back at her, surrounded by carved ceiling
tiles with tiny bits of glitter dotted throughout.


“Heaven, steady now.”


Bonita watched the girls face pale as if she were staring
into the portal of death itself. She felt the coin fall from her hand, and
watched as it rolled silently across the slick tile. It finally hit the far
wall, fell to its side and lay in the last rays of the setting sun.


Heaven stood like a statue as the coin performed its swan
song. She moved toward it and stared at it as if it were Medusa herself. Her
hand shook as she knelt and picked it up.


Staring back at her were etched palm trees in gold relief.
She moved her thumb across its face, feeling the rise and fall of the golden
token. A native stood in front of the trees, a spear poised above his head.
Behind him, the rolling sea. There was no date on the coin, nor any words, only
a 24k mark.


She flipped it over, squinting to see it as the last of the
sun’s rays coming through the window near her were held at bay by the falling
darkness. Her heart fluttered, it was suddenly a butterfly, beating mercilessly
against a wind that would surely slam it into a rocky ledge.


She inhaled sharply. The gulls screeched once more above
her. But this time, she did not look. She knew they weren’t there. Unbelieving,
she studied the coin again and willed the picture she gazed at to mercifully
fade away.


It did not.


The back of the coin bore her own image. Her long golden
hair billowed in the wind, the curls seemingly tossed about by an invisible
breeze. Her chiseled cheekbones were perfectly etched, right down to her narrow
nose and full lips. Behind her head, the rays of the sun beamed outward and
came to rest at the edge of the token.


She was staring into her own eyes. But she was staring into
the eyes of a stranger. The coin slithered from her sweaty fingers as if it
were made of molten lava. She stood up and staggered across the kitchen, the
taste of bile filling her throat.


“Heaven?” Bonita moved toward her.


She did not care. She had to get out of this place. Deep
inside, she knew she could not run from her memories, but she would still try.
There must be a place somewhere. A faraway place where she could live in peace.


Her belly lurched in anger as she fought to stifle the bile
foaming in her throat. The burning liquid would not be abated. She rushed out
the kitchen doors and vomited onto Harmon’s fine imported wool rug.


Bonita shook as she reached for the phone. “Mr. Steele, come
to the kitchen quickly. Miss Heaven appears to have taken ill.”


She let the phone fall from her hand and watched the girl
stagger into the darkened hallway.


* * *


Bice woke to a rumbling thunder in his belly.


He opened his eyes and stifled a yawn. Rubbing the back of
his neck, he gazed around the gloomy suite. Harmon lay asleep. He’d have to
wake him soon, none of the trio had eaten all day and he was near starved.
Plus, it would be time to check his foot for swelling.


He rose and stretched. Now, his back hurt. He should’ve
known better than to sleep in the chair. But he had no choice. He was lucky he’d
slept at all.


He gazed at Heaven. It took him a few seconds to realize an
empty chair stared back at him. His heart stopped a moment in fear, as his
stare moved toward the window beyond the chair. The glossy pane was still
intact.


Apparently, she hadn’t jumped through it in some sort of
fit. He gazed at the city lights glittering over the hills in the distance. All
seemed quiet. For now, at least.


He turned on the bedside light. She was not asleep on the
floor either. He wasn’t sure why he expected her to be there. Perhaps it was a
brief reaction to her sudden absence.


His belly growled once more. He ignored it, and gazed toward
the door. She must have slipped away silently, in preference to the comfort of
her own bed. He’d stop by her room, and check her on the way to dinner. But
there was something he must do first.


He pulled the drawer open on the mahogany highboy and
rummaged around, until he found the can he’d tucked inside safely the night
before. He glanced at Harmon, as he gingerly pulled the decayed container from
its hiding place. The singer snored loudly.


With great care he pulled out a coin and gazed closely at
it, holding it gingerly by its edges under the bedside light. He froze, as
Harmon groaned and mumbled from the bed. Satisfied he’d not disturbed the
musician, he studied the coin again.


Its edges were dotted green with dried algae. He rubbed the
coin across his shirt and gazed at it again. It appeared to be pure gold, a
tiny 24k marking was etched on the bottom. He rolled his finger along the
smooth edges and studied the island scene on the front of the coin. He flipped
it over and instantly felt his heart sink.


The coin fell from his hands, as he lost his balance and
plunged against the bed. He staggered to pull himself upright, but instead
pulled the sheets from the bed as he hopelessly dropped to the floor.


His outstretched foot hit the bedside table, which in turn
toppled the can. It dropped to the floor and burst into a rainbow of gold
across the carpet. Once again the strange medallions he’d so carefully plucked
from the kitchen tiles and tucked away, were scattered everywhere.


“What the hell?” Harmon cried, as he fought to cover
himself. “Bice, what are you doing with my sheets?”


Bice gazed at the musician, grasping the side if the bed. He
knew he could not fall. He had to stay strong and fight the urge. If he
relented, the termites would come.


Screw dinner. The all too familiar yearning for a taste of a
foamy broth of ale suddenly surfaced. Let the termites dine. At least he’d have
drank himself to oblivion, while they shredded him into a scarecrow.


“Bice?” Harmon rose from the bed and untangled the sheets
from his assistant’s head . “Are you all right?”


“The coin.” Bice eyes grew wide, and turned into a glossy
shade of bronze. “Look at the coin.”


Harmon limped toward a lone coin, and plucked one from the
floor. “ I found these last night, buried under half a foot of sand. That’s how
I cut my foot, on the rusted metal can.”


Bice stared at Harmon, realizing the musician truly had no
idea. He jabbed his finger toward the golden token.


“Turn it over, Harmon.” He wiped a bit of spittle from the
corner of his mouth. His hunger seemed to have temporarily ceased, but he knew
he’d need a drink very soon. His mouth watered at the thought of a cold one. He
couldn’t hold out much longer.


He watched Harmon’s face pale as he studied the girl on the
back. He suddenly felt sorry for his wealthy employer. He knew the musician was
at his breaking point. Hell, beyond his breaking point. He suddenly wished he,
Harmon and the boys were on tour in some far away country.


Not here in the huge house that never quite seemed habitable.
Not with the odd girl in the next room who could somehow fix shattered vases.
Away from that asshole Thornton, away from the coins, away with the need to
suddenly find explanations for every magic trick the orphan pulled from her
sleeve.


“It’s her.” Harmon muttered. “It’s Heaven. And somehow,
incredible as it seems, Heaven looks exactly like my dead sister.”


It was finally out, Bice thought as he lay against the
bedrail. Harmon seemed to take it all in stride. He wasn’t so sure about
himself.


“I’m not feeling well.” Harmon spoke again. He limped to the
bed and sat down gently. “Bice, my ears are ringing. I think I may faint. Hold
me.”


Bice watched as the singer leaned to his side, until he was
very near to toppling from the bed. He crawled alongside the musician and
steadied the man. “It’s not your ears ringing, it’s your phone. Plus, you’re a
grown man and you really should ask that favor from one of your many skanks,
not me.”


Harmon seemed to sigh in relief, as he answered the phone. A
rush of garbled words spilled from the wires, intermingled with south of the
border dialect. He rose and stared at Bice. “Something’s wrong with Heaven. We
need to get to the kitchen right away.”


Bice stared at him stonily. “I’m not surprised.”


* * *


Heaven raced by the pair the moment they turned the corner toward
the kitchen.


Bice was too quick for her. He worked security in concerts
too many years before he started managing bands and pulling groupies off of
Harmon. He learned to be quick. If not, he wouldn’t have a job for long. If one
groupie had laid a hand on the musician, his management would have his
batter-dipped head on a plate for a midnight snack.


His arm snaked out and grabbed hers, before she realized
what was happening. Unable to stop in time from the forward momentum, she flew
forward. He caught her in his arms, and steadied her.


“What is wrong, Heaven?” He asked. Her eyes were as wide as
the bottom of a bottle of ale.


“Leave me alone!” She hissed. “Let go of me.” She raised her
leg high in the air, and came down with fury on top of his foot with her heel.


Bice’s eyes bulged from his head. “How dare you?”


“Heaven, you’re out of control.” Harmon limped up beside
her, and took her opposite hand.


She would have none of it. She wriggled and fought the two
men relentlessly, until she finally dropped to her knees in despair.


Without a word, Bice lifted her and carried her up the long
flight of steps to her room. She seemed limp, like a rag doll tossed aside by
an unruly child. Harmon followed closely behind.


Bice picked up the phone on the bed side table. “Thornton,
send Bonita up to Heaven’s room.” He dropped the phone back into its cradle,
and gazed at the teenager with clenched teeth. Now his foot was killing him.
She had struck his toes, he could already feel his shoe growing tight across
the top of his aching digits.


She lay on the bed, watching him watch her. He glanced at
Harmon standing in the doorway. He tilted his head at the singer, motioning for
him to take a seat. The man obediently limped to the far side of Heaven’s bed,
and settled into the chair.


Once more, he picked up the phone. “Thornton, bring our
meals upstairs tonight. Pronto.”


He glanced across the bed at Harmon, who was in obvious need
of a shower and a shave. The man had slept in his clothing. His shirt was
rumpled, still dotted with a few crimson stains from the night before. One leg
of his jeans was rolled up, the opposite was covered in dried, crusty sand. The
bandage around his foot was already beginning to fray.


Bonita rapped on the door. “Did you call, Mr. Bice?” She
seemed sullen, with a mixture of nervousness thrown in for good measure.


“I’d like you to call for a nurse to care for Harmon. He was
injured on the beach last night, and really should be in bed a day or two.
First, tell me what happened in the kitchen with Heaven. She looks like she’s
seen the other side of Hell.”


Bonita gazed at the floor. She stood in silence a moment,
finally glanced at Bice then moved her gaze to Harmon. “Heaven took ill in the
kitchen, Sir.”


“Tell me why she became ill.” He did not have time to play
around. He would get to the bottom of this, one way or another. It was his job
to look out for Harmon’s best interest, regardless of what the musician wanted.
What Harmon wanted and what he actually needed were usually two separate
things.


The man certainly didn’t need the stress which was slowly
suffocating the household the moment Heaven came to live with them. He often
found himself in the position of Harmon’s leader, his mentor and even his
lookout. It was his turn to take over.


“She...” Bonita paused, unable to continue.


“Tell me, Bonita.” His toes were throbbing, he knew he
couldn’t hold out much longer. He yanked his shoe off and threw it across the
room.


The woman stared at him aghast, as a glaze of fear suddenly
framed her dark eyes. She paused a moment longer, and finally sighed in
resignation. “Heaven found a coin on the kitchen floor. The instant she turned
it over, she seemed to turn to stone. She stumbled a moment, righted herself
and rushed out the kitchen door. She vomited all over Mr. Steele’s fine wool
rug.”


Bice fought an overwhelming wave of dizziness which
threatened to overtake him. He struggled a moment to choose the right words.
What the woman didn’t know, certainly couldn’t hurt her. He’d obviously missed
a coin cleaning up the mess in the kitchen the night before. God willing, he
was lucky to get the vases out of sight before any of the staff ventured into
the kitchen for a late snack.


“Where’s the coin?” He asked.


Bonita pulled it from her smock and handed it to him. Before
he could drop it into his shirt pocket, Heaven caught sight of it. She once
again leaned over the bed and became ill.


“Heaven, what is wrong?” Harmon rose from the chair and
moved toward her.


Bice gazed at Bonita. “You can go now. Please ask Thornton
to send up broth for Heaven instead. Next, get someone to clean up the mess on
the floor in here.”


“Yes, Sir.” Bonita scurried out the door as quickly as she’d
entered.


Bice sighed. He was tired. Damn tired, even though he had
just woken. The big house was spinning around him, sucking him into an dizzying
orbit of confusion. His yearning for a meal gnawed at him like six-dozen
termites.


He shuddered at the thought. He would not become the Philly
Monster again. Not for Harmon’s sake, or Heaven’s. They needed him.


As badly as he needed a drink, he would resist. As badly as
he wished Heaven had never set foot across the threshold, it was Harmon’s
decision, not his. There was no choice but to accept it.


He couldn’t let them down. They had no one else. Nor did he.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c12]Chapter Eleven


Bice and Harmon limped down the long hall in unison.


Bice propped the musician against his shoulder, attempting
to steady him. The singer suddenly felt frail and lifeless. His once
charismatic demeanor had apparently washed away in the blood-stained tides the
night before. He’d said little since the pair bolted down the stairs to find
out the latest misadventure Heaven had gotten herself into.


“Take it easy for awhile.” Bice instructed his employer,
easing him onto his bed. “Your dinner will be up soon.” He leaned over him, and
adjusted the pillow. As if on queue and as fate would have it, the coin rolled
from his front pocket and plopped onto Harmon’s chest.


Before he could exhale, Harmon picked it up and gazed at it.
The musician simply stared at the token, his face remaining expressionless. He
finally let it fall and gazed at his assistant.


Bice could say nothing. At least the musician was safely in
bed, if he passed out he wouldn’t hit the floor. He was growing tired of
plucking the high-strung man from his precarious positions after he fainted.


“Why is her picture on the backside of the coin?” Harmon
wheezed. “What in the hell is she? Who is she?”


“We discussed this last night. Whatever she is, whoever she
is, we will have to accept it and support her.”


Harmon sat up, his eyes ablaze with an all too familiar
fury. “Don’t blow it off, Bice. Her picture is on the back of a damned coin, it’s
on the back of an entire can of damned golden coins and I want to know why!”


For once, Bice found himself at a loss for words. He had no
explanation. He couldn’t sugar-coat the facts. An exact replica of Heaven’s
stunning face was in fact carved with utmost care on the flip side of each
token. It could be no one else.


He picked the coin up once more. Her golden curls blew in
the wind, frozen in time within the painstaking etching. Her aquamarine eyes
seemed to glow with eternal life from within.


He fought a sudden urge to throw open the highboy drawer,
grab the coins and bolt to the sea with them. He’d toss them into the churning
waves where they belonged. Where they’d surely lie until the end of time.


Harmon groaned. “They must have fallen from the boat.”


“What boat?”


“Seven years ago. The day I found her and her dead parents.
Their boat was wrecked on the cliff line.” He turned toward the window and
gazed at the churning sea. “The coins apparently were in the boat. They had to
be. Lying unseen so many years after the boat capsized. Buried beneath the
sands, all but forgotten by time.”


“They must be some sort of clue to who she is.” Bice sighed.
“The problem is, I’m not sure I want to know.”


Their conversation came to a halt as Thornton entered the
room. He peered around momentarily, checking for anything amiss and carefully
pushed the dinner cart through.


Without a word, he sat a tray near Harmon’s bed, carefully
placing a covered platter of food on it. “Will their be anything else, Mr.
Steele?”


“No, thank you.” Harmon eyed the tray hungrily, and lifted
the silver cover from the plate. A sweeping wave of disbelief crossed his eyes.
His mouth hung open, as he gasped at what lie beneath the cover.


“What is wrong?” Bice leapt to the bedside and gazed at the
meal.


“It’s tomato soup. Is this some kind of joke? I cut my foot
on the beach, leave a bloody mess in the kitchen, nearly die and this is what I’m
served? Bloody tomato soup as if to remind me of my near-fatal ordeal?”


Bice laughed. “Apparently, your dinner got mixed-up with
Heaven’s. Sit tight, I’ll take it to her and bring yours back.”


He wheeled the cart out the door and limped away without a
backward glance. He’d put his hunger on hold much too long.


He swung Heaven’s door open and smiled at the girl who lay
quietly on her bed, gazing out the window. Maybe, he too would gaze out the
window, deep in thought, once he finally sank his teeth into Bonita’s fine
meal.


“Hey girl, Thornton got your dinners mixed-up. You’ve got
Harmon’s, here’s yours.” He wheeled the cart to her side of the bed. “ After
you eat, let’s go for a walk in the gardens. A slow walk. Thanks to you, my
toes are not well. But we need to get you out of here for awhile. We will talk.”


Heaven gazed at the man. The same man whom not long ago
called her a freak when she unexpectedly walked into Harmon’s study. Though she
knew he’d slept all day, he still looked bone tired. His dark hair hung
listlessly down his drooping shoulders. She didn’t know why he cared if she ate
or not. She didn’t know why he wanted to talk.


She did know his head would be smashed like a watermelon
fallen from a farm truck, if she’d not stopped his rapid descent on the
staircase. She didn’t know why she’d stopped his fall, only that she did.
Something deep down had beckoned her to save him.


An ache in her very soul, a hole in her existence had
propelled her forward to his aid. Maybe, one day he’d do great things. She
doubted it though. She sighed, and gazed at the covered platter.


“All right, sounds good enough.” She muttered as she lifted
the lid. “What the hell is this?”


“Tomato soup, and bite your tongue, child.”


“Is this some kind of joke? You almost died on the
staircase. Your head nearly wound up the same color of this soup. “


Bice gazed at Heaven. A thousand wings thundered in the
distance. The termites were coming. No, he wouldn’t let them. It was the hunger
pains thundering in his head. His belly yawned and groaned, demanding to be
quenched. No, it was the termites.


This time they were eating him inside-out, and they started
in his belly. A cold frothy ale down the hatch would certainly drown them. If
there were too many bugs, he’d drink a six pack. Maybe even a case.


But no, the Philly Monster was long gone. He’d fought the
battle for this long, and he would win again. He wondered if Bonita thought he
had a fine ass. “Heaven, eat the blasted soup. I’ll be back for you in thirty
minutes.”


He shoved the correct cart out the door, making sure to slam
it. He stomped on his one good foot down the hall toward Harmon’s room.


* * *


After arriving back in his suite, Bice rolled his cart to the
window and took a chair beside it. The TV droned somewhere behind him, but he
wasn’t interested. He peeled his sock off, tossed it across the room and gazed
at his toes.


They were angry red and swollen, as he expected. He wiggled
and flexed them, only to cry out in pain. There’d be no walk on the beach
tonight. He had no choice but to wait until morning, and try to pump Heaven for
information about the origin of the golden coins.


He’d had enough for now. As a matter of fact, he’d had too
much. His battle was hard fought, and he planned to reign supreme over the
Philly Monster.


To hell with it, let the termites dine. He picked up the
phone and called the kitchen. He knew he was a looser. He knew some things
never changed. Apparently, he was one of those things. “Thornton, have Bonita
bring me up a six pack of the finest beer in the house. Right away.”


He slammed down the phone and shoved it out of the way.
Gently, almost hesitatingly, he eased the metal cover from his meal. A sigh of
relief escaped him.


A fresh batch of fried chicken was painstakingly arranged on
the plate before him. Next to it, sat one of the largest baked potatoes he’d
ever laid eyes upon, patiently waiting for him to consume it. A tossed salad
and a peach cobbler topped off the incredible meal. He smiled in contentment
and happily indulged in the meal of a lifetime.


He glanced up at the knock on the door. “Come in.”


Bonita arrived carrying the most beautiful silver and
hopefully unbreakable bucket he’d ever laid eyes on. Fleur-de-lis graced its
gilded rim. The frosted necks of half-dozen amber bottles of fine ale peeked
over the top. He smiled as he realized that very soon, his foot pain would be
but a faded memory.


“Thanks, Bonita.” He smiled and waved her away.


He gazed at the amber bottles. Without a second thought, he
grabbed one and took a long, refreshing drink. Moments later his meal was gone.
He stared at the empty plate, barely remembering eating. He finished the beer
and wiped the foam from his mouth.


He rubbed his quenched belly, and stretched. Yes indeed, his
foot pain was about to be a thing of the past. He carefully studied the
remaining fine imported ales. To hell with a walk on the beach trying to sort
things out with the freakish teenager. To hell with it all.


He gingerly cradled the silver bucket, and slowly limped to
his bed. He pulled off his opposite shoe, skidding it across the floor. He
eased back on the bed and propped his aching foot on a pillow. The lure of the
glittering bucket called to him.


One at a time, he pulled each frosty bottle from their
container and carefully placed them around his throbbing toes and on each side
of his foot. He eased back on the bed and smiled in pure bliss. He hadn’t felt
this good in years.


Tonight, the termites would go hungry.


* * *


Heaven had waited as long as she could wait.


She’d paced from wall to wall in her suite for an hour. She
sighed, twirled on her heel once more and stomped to the opposite wall for what
seemed the hundredth time.


Her patience was gone. As a matter of fact, it was long
gone. Bice had obviously forgotten their walk on the beach. She’d planned on
using this chance to talk to him about taking her to visit Dreams, or perhaps
bringing her best friend to the estate for a visit.


Finally, she quietly padded down the hall to his room and
pressed her ear to the thick mahogany door. A TV droned from within; the
garbled words faded and whirled and went airborne before she could clarify what
he might be watching. Ever so gently, she eased the door open and peeked in.


Bice was fast asleep. An empty plate sat near the window
seat, a lone shoe laid nearby.


Near him, sat a lovely silver bucket. His foot was propped
up on a large pillow. His toes were obviously red and swollen. She gasped as
she realized she must have done more damage stomping his foot than she’d
intended.


She peered closely at his foot. It was surrounded by several
brown colored bottles. The condensation from them had soaked the pillow, and
some of their labels were sliding off. One was firmly adhered to the side of
his foot. She jumped as a loud snore suddenly erupted from him. He smacked his
lips and groaned.


She sighed, shaking her head in disbelief. Apparently the
man had gone mad. She knew she wouldn’t be around to say anything about his
strange behavior to Harmon in the morning. She could only hope the fainting
baboon had sense enough to buy his assistant one of those fancy doctors who
worked on people’s heads.


She quietly closed the door, and trotted toward the
staircase.


The night was hers.


* * *


Harmon opened his eyes and squinted at the bedside clock.


Sleeping at night wasn’t typical of him. He knew he must
force himself to get up, and finish the lyrics he’d been working on so long.
The ones that were ruined in his study downstairs. If he tried, maybe, just
maybe, he could sort some of the words out. Enough to at least get a start on
trying to piece his song back together.


He sat up and gently swung his bandaged foot over the side
of the bed. He flexed his toes and wriggled his ankle in a circle. The pain was
almost gone. He gingerly eased himself to an upright position, and placed a
small amount of pressure on his injured heel.


“Mr. Steel?” A voice from behind him called out.


He whirled around at the sound. A vivacious blonde nurse complete
in a neatly pressed uniform and matching hat, was walking through the doorway
carrying a small medical bag. “Who are you?”


“I’m nurse Browning. Please go back to bed, I was bringing
in a change of bandages for you.” She guided him back to the bed, fluffed his
blankets and laid his foot neatly on the pillow.


“Look.” He muttered. “It’s a simple cut. I don’t need a damn
nurse.”


She leaned over him and delicately pulled the sheet to his
chest. He found himself gazing at the nicest set of bosoms he’d seen in a very,
very long time. Her green eyes bore straight through him.


“Mr. Bice hired me to keep an eye on you. It’s only for a
day or two.” She gently lifted his foot, and before he could argue began
removing the worn bandages.


He watched in awe the slight jiggle of her enormous mounds
as she worked on him. He determinedly fought the temptation to touch one. Maybe
she wouldn’t notice if he copped a quick feel. He felt his face suddenly flush
crimson, as her soft hand caressed his wounded foot.


She carefully bandaged it and gently rubbed his ankle. Her
fingertips were spun gold, they were the strings on a harp, gently coaxing
music from his prickling skin.


She smiled at him. “There you go. Now, I’ve got to check Mr.
Bice. I hear he too, suffered an injury.”


She stood in the doorway, gazing at him with filmy and
serene eyes. Eyes that beckoned him to her bosom.


He met her gaze. He knew that come-hither look well. The
lobes of his ears burned hot with sudden desire, as his skin prickled to life
with intense yearning. A call he had not fulfilled since Heaven had come to the
estate erupted like a volcano in his chest.


The roar of an elephant, deep in the jungle, reverberated
within his spinning mind. A primitive howl surged forth, a battle cry which he
had long ago swept from his thoughts.


He fought the urge to tear his shirt open and pound his
chest.


He knew he could have her, right here in this very spot. Her
emerald eyes burned sultry desire for him. She knew who he was, and she stood
in the doorway, making sure he knew she wanted him.


When her phone rang the day before, she’d been in complete
disbelief she’d be nursing Harmon Steele. Her eyes softly spoke her knowledge
of him, and his fame. His thighs quivered with excitement as he realized she
knew who he was.


But alas, he had been in this very situation too many times.
He must resist. He knew he could never, ever sleep with a fan. It was his fate,
and it was sure to backfire.


The women he’d slept with while on tour had inevitably
fallen in love with him, clinging to him frantically each time he boarded his
jet for the next city. They’d begged him to take them along, to make them his.


He’d been forced repeatedly to leave them standing in their
misery, as the winds of time eventually blew them into his past. Another heart
broken. Another faded lyric in his endless book of sorrowful ballads. His own
wicked game. A game he always lost. There was no glory for him anymore in one
night stands.


He’d finally vowed to no longer do this to any woman. Tears
would cease to fall at the steps of his jet, lying in wait to evaporate in the
plane’s burning passion at take-off.


Women he’d left behind were scattered across the country,
across the world. Petals of dried roses left in his wake, to succumb within the
yellowed pages of time. There was no glory in a heart broken for a simple act
of lust.


Because, he was who he was. A musician who sang his lonely
heart out to millions of fans as they screamed and pounded the stage at his
sweaty feet. Because he could not choose to take a woman back to the hotel for
a one night stand, without suffering the repercussions of an idyllic evening
likened to that of a fairytale. No more women would be left behind drowning in
sorrow.


When the time was right, he’d settle down with one woman. It
wouldn’t be a jump-in-the sack-thing. It would be the old fashioned way. The
way his mom and dad had dated.


He sighed in resignation, and reached for the pitcher of
fresh ice water on his bedside table. He knew of only one cure. A cure this
vivacious nurse certainly didn’t have in her medical bag of tricks. He would
once and for all do the right thing. He’d make Bice and maybe even Heaven
proud.


He gazed once more at the sultry blonde as she beckoned him
with her sizzling eyes.


The pitcher in his hand trembled as he studied her. He bit
his tongue nearly in two watching her hand slip slowly down her side and brush
her thigh. It clung to her already too-short uniform, slowly working the
material upward. Her tongue snaked out and she licked her bottom lip. Perfect
white teeth flashed behind lips of stained crimson.


He held his breath, watching her watch him.


He could stand it no longer. The pitcher shook precariously
above him, threatening to drown out his selfish desires once and for all. Water
dripped from it as he fought to control his trembling hand. Tiny droplets
splattered across the linen sheets. He gasped as he watched each of them become
silvery faces of the many women he loved, and so suddenly, left behind.


He clenched his teeth and braced himself. Finally, he
released his grip on the pitcher. He squeezed his eyes shut against the
inevitable.


The water burst from it in a crescendo of silver spray, and
completely doused him. This time he would win. He’d stop the demon of lust
before it ignited. Which in fact, it already had.


He felt his innermost pride shrivel and wither beneath the
soaked sheet. In the distance, a gasp drifted from the doorway. The flames of
desire were met with a frigid, unstoppable force. They crackled and spat, until
at last, they were swept back into that dark, lonely place somewhere in his
solitary existence.


No matter how many people knew him, no matter how many
people he knew, he was not really close to anyone, except Bice.


“Mr. Steele, are you all right?” The nurse stammered. Her
hand flew from her thigh, quickly stifling her gasp.


“Just peachy.” He replied, as he flopped and jerked on the
bed. “Please leave. Thank you anyway.”


Time seemed to stand still, as he suddenly realized what it
must have been like for the lost souls aboard the Titanic.


His body slowly stiffened, as slivers of frozen ice shot
through his infinite thoughts. He was drifting downward, spiraling toward an
underwater stage. An ice-covered theater where no soul would hear him sing
again. A podium of warbled sound, frozen forever between an unseen kingdom
within a timeless era.


He thought of the ruined lyrics. Of the broken window and
the broken vases. His own near demise in the study and the suddenly healed
broken legs.


He could see the golden coins emblazoned with Heaven’s
likeness drifting across the ocean floor, along with his now-quieting libido.
His majestic ship broke apart, and slipped into its eternal mansion.


The magnificent clock at the top of the grand staircase
still ticked, temporarily oblivious to its motionless surroundings. The once
proud crow’s nest descended and collapsed in defeat, until it hung in limbo
beneath the icy waters. The great ship was down. It may never rise again.


Without further ado, he quickly pulled the soaked sheet over
his head and waited for the door to close.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c13]Chapter Twelve


Heaven trotted across the expansive lawn, carefully staying in the
shadows of the fragrant evergreen trees which dotted it.


The salty ocean was only yards ahead. She could hear the
moan of the waves slapping the cliff wall through the darkness. But there was
nothing left for her on the dark side of the crashing waves. The only peace and
solitude she’d ever known were now a wash of faded memories lying on the ocean
floor, thanks to a hurricane.


In the distance, a tiny light burned inside the gatehouse.
She caught her breath, seeing a movement within. What she hoped would be easy,
had in reality materialized into an unexpected complication. The shadowy figure
of a uniformed man stood within the small building.


Frustrated, but not ready to give up and slip quietly back
upstairs of the great mansion,


she gazed at him. He appeared to be reading a paper. Every
few moments, he quickly scanned the property and took a sip from a steaming mug
which sat near him. She’d have to look for another route. She’d show Harmon a
thing or two.


It was after all, his idea for her to live within the depths
of the great house. Because the man was on a nearly decade old guilt trip
shouldn’t disrupt the peace she once enjoyed. She knew he wouldn’t be pleased
when he found her missing in the morning.


Yet, she owed him nothing. Even though he felt he owed her
something, he’d have to move on. He’d seen for himself she’d survived fine
without him having a pity-


party for allowing her to be taken to the orphanage years
ago. Now here she was, seventeen years old and living within the depths of a
much-too-large house geared toward the older generation. She simply didn’t fit
in.


She ducked low and ran toward the far side of the massive
lawn, opposite of the churning waves. Ahead, the moonlight reflected off of an
enormous brick wall.


She sighed in exasperation. The fortress seemed inescapable.
The orphanage also seemed like a prison, but she and her friend found a way
out. She gazed at a large oak tree growing near the high wall. She glanced
around once more, and leapt up on a lower limb.


Along the thin branch she slowly slid, wrapping her legs
around its circumference with great care. Higher and higher she edged her way
toward the starry sky, until she was only inches from the foreboding wall. The
call of a gull in the night air echoed against the concret barrier. Although a
gentle wind from the sea caressed her skin, she began to sweat as she clung to
the thinning limb.


Finally, she made the leap. She dared not look down into the
darkened abyss.


She flew through the air, barely managing to catch the top
of the wall. She shook with fear as she clung to the edge, her legs desperately
flailing in hopes of finding a toehold. But there were none. The wall was as
slick as the fresh green lawn surrounding Harmon’s magnificent estate.


Gasping for breath, she finally managed to swing her leg
over. She lay atop the wall as the sweat from her brow formed tiny spider webs
of molten salt and marched its way into her eyes. She squeezed them shut, and
laid still atop the wall in silence. Her heart pounded and her ears rang.


The beat of the island drums sounded from somewhere in the
night. The last moments with her mother on the stormy sea came back to her with
fury. She was ten years old again and terribly frightened. Her mother was
dying.


“Momma, please come back to me.” She’d cried, gazing at the
injured woman who lay in the bottom of the rickety boat. Her wind-blistered
lips could not speak the words, but somehow she knew her mother could hear.


The woman’s parched mouth opened slightly and edged into a
faint smile. Her eyes flickered open, and she gazed at her distraught child.


“Do not fear, my child”. She whispered, yet her mouth never
moved. She spoke to her daughter from her soul. No human language was needed
for mother and daughter to communicate. She too had the gift.


She’d grown old and frail, and the gift of healing was no
longer hers. It now belonged to her daughter. But she could still speak to the
girl without words. “We shall be to safety soon. Yet, I will not be with you
any longer. Do not try to save me, for it is my time. You must carry on,
because the sea will claim your father soon. Do not despair dear child, I will
still walk alongside you, although you can not see me. Carry on the Gift.”


“No mamma, no!” She cried.


Her mother grasped her hand with the last bit of her ebbing
strength. Her eyes slowly closed and the faint smile trickled from her worn
face.


She knew as she gazed upon her mother, she would indeed walk
alone. Her mother had asked her to carry on the Gift. She would, and with great
pride. She brushed her hands across her mother’s frozen lips, and ever so
gently cradled her.


“Papa, mamma is no longer with us in flesh. She has gone to
greet the spirit world.”


“Do not fret young one, we have many golden coins. You will
earn us even more. They will take care of us for many moons.” He knelt over the
dead woman, lifted her up and tossed her into the churning sea.


Waves of sickness filled her belly as she watched her mother
slowly disappear beneath the waves. Tendrils of her long hair waved goodbye,
until she slowly sank beneath the churning waters.


She gazed in horror at the man who called himself her
father. He was obviously more concerned about the golden coins, not loosing her
adored mother. As she stared at him, a faint memory formed in her mind as the
boat rocked in the relentless waves. A realization burst forward at a dizzying
speed, nearly knocking her from the frail craft.


The many fights she could hear from her tiny room within the
island hut. Her mother begging her papa to let her child be. She’d told him she
and the girl were worn and tired from their many travels across the great seas.
She’d bravely told papa the gift was not his to profit from.


Angrily, he slapped the frail woman and stomped from the
hut.


But their travels continued until she and her mother were to
the point of exhaustion. After so long, she remembered the final moments on the
island. Bit by bit, piece by piece the puzzle slowly unfolded.


The kind island women had propped her upon a chair. By then,
she was so weak and frail she could not walk. They were forced to carry her
back to the hut, after she gave the gift of life back to their lost loved ones.


But by morning, her father intervened. He demanded more
golden coins. Only then, would he allow her to breath life upon the remnant of
their dead.


Alas, the natives had no more coins. The merchant ships had
not come in many a great moon, for it was monsoon season. Even if the ships had
come, they had nothing to trade for gold to stamp coins from, as the storms
caused their crops to perish.


Her father took her back to the hut, refusing further aid to
the children.


Horrified, the natives attacked and drove the small family
from their island. They’d tried desperately to keep the girl with the strange
eyes, but her father managed to toss her upon the rickety craft and make due
haste for the high seas.


The boat rocked and swayed as her father attempted to navigate
the tiny craft through the tossing waves. Grey winds growled their warning as
they swirled around the boat. The telltale smell of a storm was coming.
Saltwater spray pelted her until she was chilled to the bone.


Hour upon hour she endured in the boat. She’d clung to the
sides until her arms had grown weak, while the man who called himself her
father battled the demons of the sea. Finally, she curled up in the bottom of
the craft and waited patiently for the end to come.


Against all odds the sea finally grew quiet. She pulled
herself up and gazed across the vast expanse.


The seaside glowed with shades of amber lights from a great
city. A city she’d never before set eyes upon. Through the darkness a jagged
cliff line protruded into the foamy sea. Maybe, safety would come.


Not far beyond the cliff a great house loomed. Perhaps the
family inside might offer them shelter and warm food, until once again they
journeyed back across the mighty seas to help the little island children who
fell ill.


But no, she had traveled in despair cowering in the tiny
boat for too long. Recogntion had paid visit to her after so many years of not
knowing. The truth billowed in the onyx winds, waiting for her to grasp. It
whispered its secrets into her young mind.


She recalled the words her mother had spoken only once to
her. Words she’d quickly erased from her fragile mind.


“Child, this man is your uncle, not your father.” She’d
whispered. “There is no honor in an unmarried woman giving birth to a babe
whose father is a married man in a faraway country. You must call him papa for
the sake of our reputation with the islanders.”


Driven by greed and lust for pirating the open seas, her
Uncle one day discovered her gift. He’d immediately set sail under false
pretenses with the unsuspecting pair, taking the girl with aquamarine eyes from
island to island and making great profit from her gift.


Soon word spread across the seas about her, to which her
uncle greedily paid visit to each archeplago who’d succumbed to disaster of
hurricaine, monsoon or even disease. The girl with aquamarine eyes would set
foot upon the beaches, and all would be as it once was. She could turn back
time itself.


Soft drums beat in the distance. But, they were not the
drums of the islanders. She opened her eyes and gazed at the foreboding skies.
The clouds whirled and spun, weaving to her their silent tale of the future. A
future which did not include her greedy Uncle.


Her mothers voice fell from the sky, along with dozens of
shimmering raindrops. The drums beat louder as lightening zigzagged across the
horizon. Thunder boomed in the distance. Another squall was coming. But this
squall was different. This storm was sent by the Gods of the sea itself. The
waves around the aged boat swelled and surged above her, to greater heights
than she’d ever before seen.


“Child, you know what to do. Save yourself.” Her mother
whispered from the broken skies.


She stared incredulously into the rumbling clouds. Her
mother’s face was etched into the nearest thunderhead, smiling down upon her. A
momentary break in the storm allowed a golden beam of starry light through. It
fell upon her, igniting her golden hair into a fiery rainbow. The cloud
billowed and churned. In only moments the face was gone. The sky was gone. The
stormy seas once again let loose with a fury unknown to mankind. They seemed
without doubt, focused on capsizing the tiny craft.


She leapt from the boat into the churning water the moment
before a rouge wave slammed against the tired vessel. The boat rose high into
the air, teetered momentarily atop the mastodon of the deep and was quickly
slammed into the protruding cliff wall.


Her Uncle’s body fell limp as a snared tuna and plunged to
the beach below. It was as if mother nature herself had rehearsed this very
moment from the beginning of time. The seas had set her free.


She’d closed her eyes and let the waves wash her to the
ocean floor. The glittering coins drifted around her, falling silently into the
brine. She could not breathe. The water swirled into her ears and eyes and nose
and mouth, until finally her starved lungs fell quiet.


Heaven gasped and opened her eyes with a start, gripping the
wall tightly. The same wall which Harmon had found her near on the beach that
day. The beach where he mother had washed up on shortly after the boat was
pulverized against the cliff.


She couldn’t recall how she’d washed ashore after the
accident. She remembered being too exhausted to make a swim for land. Her
mother must have somehow lifted her up and laid her on the beach. Maybe she
knew Harmon would soon be out for an early morning stroll. Maybe. Maybe it wasn’t
her time to go. Maybe she had important things to do first. What, she didn’t
know. But one thing she did know, the memory of her childhood was back.


She gazed into the darkness. Lights from a distant highway
were smeared with the orangey-red glow of fast moving machines. The seaside
wind bristled along her prickled skin. A grey fog was quickly settling on the
low areas beyond the estate. Soon, it’d be impossible to see. It was now or
never.


She inhaled deeply and leapt from the wall.


Shrubs and thorns rose up and welcomed her into their
underworld cathedral. She hadn’t realized the wall stood perched on the highest
hill on the grounds. She couldn’t have known the drop off was quite possibly
deadly, the vast darkness hiding the bottomless pit below.


She did not feel the pain as she heard her bones breaking
and her flesh being ripped away, as the rocky earth rose up to greet her. She
briefly wondered why she mattered to anyone at all. She thought of her mother.
Of the seas, and the islands and the beautiful tropical flowers.


Luck had not been on her side since Harmon had brought her
across the ocean to his prison. Life itself had not been kind to her. She knew
she was hurt yet again, as she tasted blood in her mouth. She wasn’t surprised.


At least she was free.


* * *


 





[bookmark: c14]Chapter Thirteen


Tommy Kildaire tightened his grip on the steering wheel.


He tried in vain to squint through the fog, but it was
hopeless. He was forced to slow down to well below the speed limit, letting
other vehicles move into the fast lane and speed by.


It was well past midnight, and he was tired from getting
stuck working the late shift. He was in no mood to keep up with the rat race on
the freeways of Los Angeles. The other motorists didn’t care about the fog
drifting in from the bay. He did.


His car was too worn and ragged. It had taken the seventeen
year old high-school junior months to buy it, working for minimum wage at the
pizza place.


As the son of a physician who ruled the household with an
ultra-tight wallet, he spent the entire summer saving for the aged machine.
Most, if not all boys at his high school sported new Porches or Hummers. It was
no surprise they got all the girls.


Their wealthy parents purchased the glittering machines for
their holier-than-thou and jobless sons. None in the entire school except him
bought their own vehicle with their hard earned money.


He attended an elite school filled with wealthy teenagers
who asked for something, and got it on a silver platter. Upon graduation, they
were gifted a college education at an Ivy League school of their choice.


His father wasn’t exactly poor. He was the director of
plastic surgery at the largest hospital in Los Angeles. He was the surgeon of
choice for the movie stars. The man worked hard, and eventually became a
millionaire. However, he instilled his beliefs in hard work on his son. If the
boy wanted something, he’d have to buy it himself.


Tommy appreciated it. In a way.


It really sucked each morning, as he pulled his clattering
machine into his slot at school. Naturally, the football jocks always hung
around the parking lot the last few minutes before the morning bell rang. Their
giggling girlfriends clung to their tree-trunk arms in delight as cigarette or
joint was passed back and forth between the in-crowd.


No matter how far away he parked, the laughs and catcalls
floated through the air after him, as he made his daily mad rush through the
double-doors.


Once inside, he found his locker stacked. When he opened it,
a dozen books rained down on him, and scattered across the slick floor. The
snickers would drift down the hallway. echoing down the corridor, vibrating
from wall to wall until at last he was left alone. Or, out of earshot.


Now here he was, alone on a Friday night, hoping he could
make it home as his car coughed and sputtered in protest. The jocks had by now
left the football game and were crashing a party in their wealthy neighborhood.
A party he was not invited too.


His neighborhood was a private enclave filled with actors,
musicians and even astronauts. It was also dappled with a few physicians. The
cul-de-sac seemed to party day and night, adults and teenagers alike. Mercedes
and Ferrari’s were the cars of choice.


Gated and walled multi-million dollar estates lined the
canyon. He was surprised the neighborhood association had not contacted his
father about the rickety jalopy parked in front of the exquisite estate. If
they did call, his father was probably jet-setting overseas, or at Saratoga
betting the ponies and missed the complaint.


He eased his car off the freeway, carefully navigating the
canyon roads that wound upward toward his darkened home. His father, once
again, would not be home to greet him. He’d flown to a medical convention in
New York city, and wasn’t due home until morning.


His mother had passed away two years ago of a brain
hemmorage. He and his dad were devastated at the sudden loss, but managed to
pull through and lead lives of semi-normalcy. As normal as a family could be
without a mother and a part-time father. He missed her. He shook off the
thought of that horrible day.


He looked forward to getting home, and into the shower. The
smell of the pizza place seemed to have permeated every pore in his young body.
He sported greasy stains across his maroon shirt, and his slacks were hammered
in hardened crust and sported designer splotches of special secret cheesy
sauce. He pondered the thought of never eating pizza again.


He stifled a yawn, and eased his car around the last curve.
But, the gentle incline seemed too much for the beast. An unmistakable ticking
sound was now drifting from under the hood. He sighed in exasperation, pulled
the car over and popped the hood.


The seaside moonlight glowed off the fizzing green water
seeping from the radiator hose. Thankfully, the leak seemed small. He’d let the
engine cool off a few minutes and ease the car around the last curve. He knew
he was within waking distance of home, but he wouldn’t leave his car behind.
With no friends to call and his dad a thousand miles away, he didn’t have a
choice. The last thing he needed was for the joy-riding football jocks to toss
a match into it, as they headed out on yet another beer run.


He rummaged around in the trunk for the jug of water he
always carried. Here he was on a Friday night, while all the school athletes
laughed and drank the night away with not a care in the world. Sometimes he
wondered why he’d been born at all. Without his mother his life was lonely.
Except for Ben.


Ben was his best friend of five years. They’d met in middle
school, while trying out for the marching band. Neither made it. Neither really
cared. Ben was much more outgoing than Tommy. He often wondered why Ben
befriended him at all. But, he had. And, the two remained best of friends.


Ben was been invited to tonight’s party. He’d insisted Ben
go; he wouldn’t let his best friend sit it out in his account. Besides, it was
a work night. Ben gallantly bid Tommy good tidings, and made a mad dash to the
exquisite estate on the hill to join the in-crowd for a night of decadence and
excess.


A low moan in the darkness interrupted his thoughts. He rose
from the trunk too quickly, promptly hitting his head on the hood and squealed
in pain.


He staggered backward as he clutched his throbbing skull,
and gazed at the foreboding forest that seemed to rise up suddenly and swallow
the foggy sky. He was used to being lonely. But, it was a quite different
feeling being alone in the vast darkness.


“Who’s there?”


He silently studied the woods. He was sure he heard a moan.
He was tired, but not that tired. His mother moaned like that the last day. She
clutched her head, and fell off her stool. The canvas she was painting
catapulted into the air, and crashed down upon her. Her body was covered in a
kaleidoscope of muted fall colors. In the end, she was one with her art.


He shook the memory away, and leapt back to the trunk. He
knew he was a sitting duck alone in the woods at night, and must quickly find
something to protect himself.


Thankfully, his hand finally hit cold steel. He grabbed the
object, and held the tire tool in the air. There was no time to find his
flashlight, the batteries were probably dead anyway. The metal bar glittered
deep bronze in the fog.


The wealthy neighborhoods were often scoured by burglars. As
luck would have it, he was in the worst possible place for a breakdown. He’d
stopped in-between tree lined estates. He could easily be dragged into the
woods by a felon, robbed and left for dead.


He may never be found. Wildflowers would cover his body come
spring, as Ben drove by on his way to school. He wondered how long it would
take for his friend to stop searching for him. He wondered how long it’d take
for someone to even notice he was missing. He shook in fear, as he clutched the
his makeshift weapon.


“Who’s there?” He called into the vast darkness.


“Help me.” A soft voice drifted from the dark abyss,
directly in front of him. “Please help me. I’ve fallen. I think my ankle is
broken.”


“It’s a trick.” He shouted into the forest. “I’m calling the
police!” He shoved his hand into his pocket, and fished out his cell phone. He
was certain he was surrounded by felons, waiting in the darkness for their
opportunity.


He stole a glance behind him, in search of movement. Maybe
he’d see the flash of a gun, and everything would be over.


But, there was nothing behind him. He studied the outlines
of the trees. The fog was lifting slightly, a soothing salty wind was
dispersing the last wisps through the woods. He wanted to be any place but
here.


“Please, don’t call the police.” The voice sobbed. “They’ll
take me back to the orphanage.”


Tommy shoved the tool into his back pocket and without
taking his eyes from the darkened trees, reached into the trunk once more. His
shaking fingers soon found the welcoming feel of the flashlight. He bit his lip
in fear, and finally twisted it on.


The weak amber beam was barely enough to light up the woods
before him. Crickets chirped in protest, as the dim yellow light interrupted
their sing-songs. The distant call of a seabird cried out in the night air. The
last place he wanted to venture was into those woods.


But he was no coward. He’d heard a distinct female voice. He
couldn’t turn his back on any injured human being. He shuffled carefully
through the thorny branches, searching for the source of the voice. His
instincts told him to run. He’d be home in less than ten minutes if he kept a
good pace.


But curiosity had gotten the better of him. He wondered if
the drunken football jocks would venture into the deep foggy thicket alone. He
doubted it.


Dried leaves crackled as he pushed aside a fir branch, and
played his light across a small clearing. It finally settled on its target. He
gasped as the pale beam danced across a young girl, perhaps his age, lying on
the mossy forest floor.


His hand shook as he studied her. The yellow glow jerked
across her skin as he struggled to steady his grip on the fading light.


She lay on her side, clutching fallen leaves in her palms.
Her gown was covered in dirt and grass stains. He followed her bare legs to her
feet. Sure enough, her ankle was terribly swollen. A zigzag of blood trickled
down her knee.


He moved closer, and slowly knelt beside her. His breath
froze in his throat as he studied her. She was the most beautiful girl he’d
ever seen in his life.


Glittering blonde curls fell across the forest floor around
her. Her watery aquamarine eyes bore straight into his very core, through his
very being, and stole his breath away. Perfectly chiseled cheekbones fell into
rich, pink lips. Her pale skin glowed in the moonlight. It was as if the sun
and the seas and the sands had all whirled together, and created her. She was a
goddess.


A slithering onyx fog of realization suddenly crept up his
spine. He leapt away from her in fear. It was a trap. There were probably a
dozen criminals surrounding him by now. They’d kidnapped her, thrown her from
their car into the forest, which would explain her injury, and lay in wait for
some unsuspecting rich kid to find her.


He reached behind him and grabbed the tire tool. He wouldn’t
fall for it. He swung it madly around him, slicing it crisply through the fog
as he waited for the onslaught. He pictured what he might do to a head of
lettuce if someone tossed it in his direction at this very moment. A perfectly
sliced salad would lay at his feet as he spun ninja-kicks around the
obliterated vegetable.


“I’m calling the police!” He cried into the darkened forest.


“I beg of you, please don’t. Do not fear me, I will not hurt
you.”


Tommy gazed beyond her, willing the air back into his lungs
as he studied the eerie woods. Nothing seemed amiss. The crickets had already
gone back to their incessant chirping.


In the distance, the dull roar of the surf drifted and mixed
with the music as it filtered from the party on the hill. He could almost hear
the clinking of margarita glasses held by the wealthy guests while they giggled
and laughed the night away. He was willing to bet they didn’t smell like pizza
and auto grease.


Tommy gazed at the girl once more. “You’re from the party,
aren’t you?”


“What party?”


“The record producer up on the hill. His son is having a
party tonight. Every one in school was invited. That is, except me.”


She smiled at him. “Do not be sad. Whatever ails you, fear
not. Your day to shine will come.”


“Huh?” For the amount of pain she must be in, she seemed to
handle it very well. She was more concerned that he not be sad than her own
predicament. She must indeed be a goddess.


“Please help me.” She whispered. “Do not call these police
people which you mention. I must get back to the sea.”


“Are you crazy? You will drown. You can’t possibly swim the
way your ankle looks. Where do you live? I’ll take you home.” He stood up and
eased the tool back into his pocket. He sighed as he gazed at his steaming car
in the moonlight. “That is, I’ll try to take you home.”


“I do not have a home.”


“You’re a runaway?”


“I have run from nothing.”


“What is your name? I’m Tommy.”


She smiled at him, pulling the leaves from her hair. “I’m
Heaven.”


“Look, Heaven, I need to get home. I’m tired, and in case
you haven’t noticed, I smell like a pizza. Tell me where you want to go, I’ll
try my best to get you there.”


Heaven gazed at the handsome boy. He was tall and thin, his
eyes glowed the brightest green she’d ever seen. His caramel-colored hair was
rich and full, falling into wispy curls across his shoulders. Thick, succulent
eyelashes gazed through the moonlight at her. He had the aura of a fine
gentleman, the kind her mother used to tell her about. He would do great things
in the future.


But a darkness lurked around him. He’d suffered a loss. And,
he was dealing with rejection. If that wasn’t enough, he carried more on his
young plate than any boy his age should have to handle. It showed in his eyes.
She could read it in his very heart and soul.


Now she was in a predicament. Fact was, she never thought
about where she’d go once she left estate. She planned on finding Dreams. They’d
stow away again, and find another island to live in peace on.


That would be hard to do with her ankle injured. Yet, she
knew by morning it would be well. She could lay here all night, waiting on it
to heal and risk being found by Harmon or Bice. No, she couldn’t wait in the
woods. She must get away quickly.


She gazed at the handsome boy. “Please, take me to wherever
it is you might travel to, as I have no place to go until my ankle heals. I
shall be content to sleep under a palm in your yard, with the wind of the seven
seas to my back.”


Tommy’s heart skipped a beat. He swallowed backwards, and
fought the urge to shove a finger down his throat and pull his tongue back into
place. He surely gulped it down. The girl wanted to go home with him. Very few
females glanced his way, but none ever uttered a word to him. Ben would never
belive this. Not in a million, zillion years. A beautiful goddess asleep under
a tree in his front yard.


By sunrise, the football jocks would filter downhill from
the party of the year. There would surely be a wrecked tangle of gleaming
steel, twisted Porsches and battered Hummers piled one atop the other at his
curb. Drool would be sneaking from the corners of the athlete’s lips, as they
stared from the wreckage at the sleeping beauty under the pines.


“I can’t let you sleep in my yard.” He chuckled. “Look, my dad
is at a physician’s convention, he won’t be home until morning. You’re welcome
to come back to my place until we can figure out what to do.”


Heaven gazed at Harmon’s magnificent house in the distance.
Luckily, all seemed quiet. They hopefully hadn’t noticed she was missing. At
any moment though, the security lights which encircled the estate might snap
on.


She gazed at the handsome teenager and smiled. “Let’s go.”


Hesitatingly, Tommy gently lifted her from the forest floor.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, and grimaced in pain. He couldn’t belive
this was happening. He must be dreaming. He’d wake in the morning, rush
downstairs and gaze at the empty couch. Yes, it must be a dream.


But, he felt her head as she laid it on his heart. Her
golden hair fell down her back, and brushed his wrists. He brushed away the
last few leaves that were still intertwined within her endless curls.


He knew already, he didn’t want to see her go. He didn’t
want morning to ever come. He’d drive home, grab his dad’s dusty camping
supplies and together they’d make a mad dash for the hills where they could
live in peace and solitude. Whatever it was she was running from, he’d run with
her.


He quickly shook the thought away, realizing he’d have to be
back in school on Monday. It was hopeless.


“Here you go.” He sighed, as he laid her across the back
seat. “We should be to my place in a few minutes. I’m sure the engine has
cooled off by now.”


He slid into the drivers seat, and turned the key. The
engine roared to life, as if it’d never fallen ill. He smiled for the first
time in many months, as he carefully navigated the winding canyon roads toward
his father’s lonely estate.


* * *


Bice stretched and yawned, as a stray sliver of morning sun
filtered through the heavy curtains.


No matter how he tried, he’d never mastered the fine art of
closing the drapes in a fashion which would block any trace of annoying morning
light. He loathed the fiery orb in the sky waking him each day.


Before he could come fully awake, the sound of shattering glass
filled the crisp air. He yanked the covers from his legs, and bit his lip in
sickening expectation. The termites must have come.


Finally satisfied his legs were intact, he eased himself up.
Another crash filled the air as he swung his legs over the bedside. He gazed
around, seeking out the source of the noise.


The lone ray of annoying sunlight glinted off multiple
broken beer bottles. They littered the floor, forming a crescent around the
foot of his bed. He’d knocked the last one from beneath the sheets. The acrid
aroma of warm beer permeated the fresh morning air.


He hung his head in sorrow, truly shameful of the horrific
waste. He could only hope Harmon didn’t walk in at this very moment. But on the
other hand, he was damned proud of himself for resisting the temptation. A
smile crinkled around his lips as he stared at the mess.


It was Heaven’s fault. It wouldn’t have happened if she hadn’t
rudely stomped his foot in a moment of teenage madness the night before.


No, it wasn’t her fault, he wasn’t that kind of person. He’d
take full responsibility for the mess on the floor. He lifted the phone and
rang Bonita. The way things were going lately, the weary maid might as well
take a suite across from his.


Realization swept across him, as he remembered standing
Heaven up for their walk. It wasn’t like him not to keep his word. Perhaps a
week’s worth of frustration at the strange happenings which were occurring in
the mansion, had taken their toll on him.


Harmon was his friend, and his employer. He wouldn’t let him
down. Soon, they would tour again and all of this would be forgotten the moment
the girl down the hall turned eighteen. Harmon would rent her a nice flat of
her own on that glorious day, he’d make sure of it.


He threw his clothes on, and rushed out the door toward her
room. He hoped she’d accept his apology. He was only human, and sincerely
regretted breaking his promise to her. When he was in Philly battling the
monster he had become, he too had no one.


His family had long since deserted him. He hadn’t spoken to
them in years. Rather, they’d refused to speak to him. He’d learned the hard
way when you push someone away in a moment of incoherence, that person you
loved may stay away forever. He’d made a terrible mistake in Philly. A mistake
that had changed his life.


Brushing the thought aside, he realized he would have to be
there for Heaven, no matter what. He’d almost conquered his battle with
alcohol. Every now and then, the demon tried to slip up on him during his
weakest moments. It was a burden he had to carry, and it would be a fight each
day for the rest of his life not to reach for the bottle. Because one always
led to another, and another.


He could not hide his past any longer. He’d explain it to
Heaven. Harmon was the only one who knew the terrible mistake he’d made so many
years ago. Maybe she’d understand him a little better if he opened up a bit.


He’d offer no excuses. He could only tell her the truth.
Last night, he almost blew it and nearly drank the entire six-pack of beer. He’d
even pondered calling Bonita to bring up more.


After he spoke with Heaven, he would call his mother. He
missed her every day, and longed to hear her voice. He knew she’d never forgive
him. He wouldn’t say anything, but settle for listening to her breathe a moment
or two.


Then, he’d hang up.


* * *


Hawk pulled the dark limosuine into a slot in front of the grayed
brick building.


The bodyguard gazed around the grounds. A few teenage girls
were playing badmittion in a far corner. Their somber plaid uniforms barely
stood out against the aged building. Nuns in black robes dotted the browned
lawn. One looked in his direction and quickly glanced away.


A dark, lonely feeling overtook him. An orphanage was the
last place he expected to bodyguard Harmon at. But the man was a well-known
musician, at least in other countries, and needed protection. Stateside
security was mostly from the media. The relentless reporters always managed to
find a way to broadcast the musician’s private life across the airwaves for the
country to scoff at.


Harmon wouldn’t be happy if the media spotted him going into
a place such as this. The rumors which would abound would haunt him for months.
Now here he was, hoping to whisk the singer inside as quickly as possible and
out even more quickly. He certainly didn’t want to miss wrestling this
afternoon.


He gazed into the rearview mirror. No cars or news vans were
coming into the gate behind them. He was proud. He’d driven the twenty-five
miles without being spotted.


Of course, Los Angeles was peppered with fancy cars and dark
Limos. The media knew to follow them all. No matter how darkly tinted the
windows might be, the inhabitant would have to make an exit sooner or later.
The reporter would be there waiting like a hissing snake in the grass.


His eyes fell to Harmon in the back seat. The singer hadn’t
even noticed the car was no longer in motion. He was buried in page after page
of lyrics, haistly penning word after word onto a crumbled paper. Obviously,
the man had been inspired by something. Or he’d gone mad.


He dropped his darkened glasses to the tip of his nose, and
pressed the button near his hand. The glass barrier silently slipped down
behind him. Again, Harmon didn’t cock an eyebrow. He was oblivious to
everything which surrounded him.


“We’re here.” Hawk stared into the mirror. “Are you sure you
want to do this?”


Harmon gazed at Hawk’s reflection. The man rarely spoke. The
handful of words the braided and leather clad man had uttered might very well
be a record. Or an omen.


Nonetheless, he trusted Hawk with his life. He loved the big
brute. Hawk was his family now, with his sister gone and his mother traveling
abroad. Hawk and Bice and Bonita. And now Heaven, and maybe Dreams if she’d
even come.


Maybe he had an illustrious image somewhere in his troubled
mind, of building his own family. One block at a time. They’d all sit at the
table in the evenings as the sun settled into the sea, and chat as if they’d
had a past together. As if they’d known each other for eternity.


He gazed at his lyrics. Page after page he’d written during
the drive. He recalled how the majestic window in Heaven’s suite somehow put
itself back together. He’d gone into the suite repeatedly that night to study
it. To find some reasonable explanation. But there was none. He knew he’d find
no answers before he even turned the doorknob. A sepia fog of yesterday seemed
to envelop him the moment he stepped into her room. As if he’d stepped back in
time.


He’d next gone to the kitchen and studied the vases again.
Afterwards, the coins with her image on them were turned over and over in his
sweaty hands. As she slept, he’d studied her legs.


The crippled teenager stood and walked only a week after her
legs were crushed. Every fiber in his being denied the logic. Because, there
was none. What his eyes could clearly see, his mind rose up and clashed
against. His inner turmoil would triumph if he didn’t find an outlet. He couldn’t
tell Hawk what he’d seen. Bice himself seemed to dismiss it all as an uncanny
coincidence.


He must write. He had to write. Maybe Hawk would go in for
him and fetch Dreams. His mind was on full-tilt pinball overload. Silvered
bells dinged as the titanium ball darted behind the neon glass. Reflected back
shone the face of a madman. A sliver of sweat rolled from his brow, and dropped
to the lyrics he clutched. He hastily wiped it away and shook the paper
violently, as if it’d been hit by a flaming meteor from the blackest depths of
space.


“Bice?” Harmon whispered. “Where is Bice?” He never went
anywhere without Bice.


Hawk gave him a quizzical look in the mirror. Finally, he
turned around in the seat and stared at him. The leather he wore rustled and
crackled beneath him.


“Don’t you remember? You said to let him sleep.”


“Where is Heaven?”


“In bed.” Hawk groaned. “Harmon, what’s gotten into you? You
look like you’ve seen the other side of hell.”


Harmon ignored him. He couldn’t tell the man that yes, he in
fact had seen the other side of hell. That something very disturbing was
growing within the walls of the estate, as a fungus might grow on a rotted tree
downed in a storm.


It was slowly overtaking all reason and leaving behind a
dream-like haze for anyone who dared cross the threshold into the mansion’s
darkened corridors. He reached into his pocket, and pulled out the picture of his
sister. He’d woke early and headed down to his study. He expected the damage to
be fairly severe from shooting the wall.


When he’d opened the door and drew the shades against the
blinding sunlight, he tried to take in once again what his eyes could see, but
his mind refused to absorb.


Rose’s picture lay neatly on his desk. But it was different
this time. Time itself had paid homage to the ruined photo as he slept.


The silver pinball bounced to the sound of blasting music.
He pounded the flippers on each side of the table as he gazed at the photo. The
shining orb tipped off the paddle, spun helplessly against the gravity that
reeled it in and rolled into the bottomless pit. A million more pin balls lie
waiting for it. Finally, it rolled up alongside his sanity.


He stared at the picture, feeling a vein of dribble erupt
from the corner of his parched mouth. As if waiting for him to come, the photo
laid silently, the last stray trace of sunlight hitting it oh-so perfectly. His
sister in all her childhood glory, right down to the rosy tint on her angelic
cheeks. Back as new, as if it’d never become permanently embedded deep within
the mahogany wood where it had earlier drowned. Where he too had drowned.


He’d dropped his coffee. The hot liquid bounced from his knee,
sprayed his trousers and flipped onto his shoes. He never felt it. He never
even glanced down at it.


He didn’t care. His hand shook as he held the photo up until
it became one with the glint of sunlight pestering him. It was perfect. Too
perfect. Last time he’d seen it, it was plastered in ruins to his desk.


Something forced him to tear his gaze from the photo.
Something in the room demanding to be noticed. Something calling out to him,
waiting for him to notice. He was almost afraid to look. His gaze fell to the
lamp.


The lamp which had been shattered to pieces when he’d thrown
the phone in a fit of anger. It was whole again.


He wasn’t even surprised. Red and blue and gold and green
spheres glistened in perfect harmony within the dim study, glittering across
the walls. A spectrum of color danced in the ambient sun.


This time he had no reaction. Because, he simply no longer
cared. The wild horses did not thunder through his head. The shrill pitch that
always followed the hoof beats of the red-eyed monster beasts did not drop him
to his knees. He didn’t know why. Maybe, he was dead already.


He staggered to the phone to call the orphanage, still
clutching the picture. Even more spittle foamed from his mouth as he stared at
the mended lamp, waiting for the children’s home to answer the ring.


He contemplated bashing the tiffany against the wall again
and again, as he listened to the never-ending elevator music. He’d wait in the
closet for Heaven to come. This way the truth would be known. He would watch
her fix it, and all her mysteries would be solved.


If not, he’d slam it against the wall again, and wait for
her to return to fix it once more. If he broke the lamp enough times, the truth
would be known. She would never have to know he was hidden in the closet.
Bonita hopefully wouldn’t mind serving his meals in his new hideaway.


But he knew it wouldn’t work. He needed Dreams. She would
know. She’d have the answers. After all, she spent the last five years hidden
from the world on a god-forsaken and forgotten archipelago somewhere in the
south Pacific with the strange girl.


The pinball machine gnashed and banged in the dark corridors
of his mind. He sniffed the air around him. The smell of burning wires and
molten steel surrounded him. The machine was on fire. A grey fog rose slowly
from beneath it, overpowering him and threatening to inhale him. He too would
fall into the bottomless pit along with the million other lost silver balls.


Maybe, it’d be quiet down there. Staring at the reflection
of a lunatic in the timeless orbs throughtout eternity sounded quite peaceful.
That would be a good way to go.


A coyote howled in the distance, interrupting his thoughts.
But there weren’t any coyotes in downtown Los Angeles. He gazed through his
haggard reflection, out the tinted window. It was a young girl, laughing and
giggling with her friend. He drew a sigh of relief.


He gazed at Hawk’s dark eyes embedded in the mirror. “Lets
go.”


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c15]Chapter Fourteen


Tommy sat on the landing on the staircase, gazing at Heaven
sleeping on the couch.


Try as he might, he hadn’t slept a wink all night. He
finally gave it up, grabbed his pillow and laid on the landing watching her
sleep. Luckily, it was Saturday morning. He didn’t have to worry about school,
and tonight was his night off. He’d figure out what to do as soon as the girl
woke.


He’d carried her in the night before, and examined her
ankle. It was indeed swollen, and in the light, the pair noticed a deep gash
across her knee. He begged her to let him take her to the hospital, or to call
her family.


She’d refused. She politely asked to lie down, insisting she’d
be fine by morning.


Now it was morning, and he was once again in a fix. He
reached for his cell phone in his back pocket. He’d call Ben. His friend would
know what to do.


His father was due home from the convention in only a few
hours. He pondered once more hunting down the camping supplies. Maybe, if luck
was on his side Ben would let Heaven stay at his place for a short while, until
they figured out what to do.


He sat up straight, suddenly startled. His back pocket was
empty. He leapt to his feet and shoved his hands down his front pockets. They
were also empty.


His heart sank as he realized the phone might have fallen
from his pocket in the woods. Nonetheless he raced downstairs, and rushed to
his ragged car. There was a chance it could be in the car.


Thirty minutes later, he leaned against the oily machine in
exhasperation. He would wake Heaven, and together they’d have to search the
woods. He couldn’t leave her on the couch alone. After all, she was the victim
of a frightening night and a serious injury. Plus, his dad would be beside
himself if he walked in and found a girl asleep in the living room.


“Tommy?”


He whirled around. Heaven stood smiling at him in the
morning sunlight. She still looked like an angel, despite her mossy green
rumpled gown. His heart once again skipped a beat as he stared at the lovely
girl. His gaze fell from her moonstone eyes, to her ankle.


“Good morning. Your ankle looks much better.” He slammed the
car door shut, and met her on the porch. He gazed around, hoping a nosey
neighbor wasn’t watching. The last thing he needed was neighborhood gossip
getting back to his father.


“It feels much better, but I’m still quite sore.”


“I’m sorry to hear that. To make matters worse, I’ve lost my
cell phone. Would you mind helping me search the woods? That is, if you’re up
to it.”


Heaven thought a moment. She knew Bice and Harmon would be
looking for her by now. She was honestly a bit frightened being so close to the
mansion. At this hour, she should have been sailing the great seas. At this
point, any island would do.


Though the hour was early, Bonita would have been up to her
room by now with her breakfast. The thought of food caused her belly to growl.
She hadn’t eaten the night before, having been too angered at being stood up by
Bice. The one thing she knew for sure, the last place she wanted to be was back
in the woods so close to the giant fortress she had snuck away from.


“I will be on my way, Tommy. Thank you for helping me last
night.”


He studied her leg once more. “You’re ankle must still be
sore.” A sickening feeling of dread filled his belly as his gaze rose to her
knee. The bloodied wound across it was gone. Her knee looked perfect. Perfect
and beautiful, as would be expected of a goddess.


It was impossible. He clearly remembered carrying her into
the house, and fetching ice. Of course by now the swelling would be minimal,
but surely the wound on her knee would not have melted away as he slept on the
landing nearby.


He studied the faint dots of crimson stains on her gown.
Proof he hadn’t imagined the wound. He’d seen it with his own eyes. He was the
son of a physician, who often was called into the trauma center for serious
wounds.


There were still traces of blood in the back seat from the
gash. If the police were to search his car, they’d interrogate him and demand
he tell them where the body was. He’d miss his Senior year, and maybe even
college. His dad would be beside himself.


His eyes gaped in horror as he staggered backward, fighting
the urge to turn and run for the distant hills. He thought of his mother. He
wished to the heavens above she were here at this very moment. She’d take him
to her bosom and reassure him, and protect him like she was supposed to do. She’d
demand answers from the strange girl with even stranger eyes.


The sound of the hallway phone ringing caused him to jump.
He lurched against the doorway, trying in vain to calm his uncontrollable
shaking. If he didn’t hold on to something, he knew he’d collapse. He walked
backward into the hall, unable to take his frozen eyes from her leg.


He was a monster. He was a freak. Take your turn, get your
number and fall in line to bully Tommy Killmore the geek. The only kid in
school who’d bought a car with his own money.


It was the football players, they were behind this. They’d
set him up. It was another one of their relentless tricks. The assholes had set
the bait, laid the trap and waited for him to take it. And he had, while they
hid in the woods stifling their laughter and swigging their beers.


The phone continued ringing. Of course, the timing was
perfect. It was probably the team captain, ready to tell him the joke was on
him. They’d finally gotten smart, having grown weary of stacking his locker
with unmentionable items. This was their grand finale,


their coup de grace.


The rest of the players probably dotted the lawn, hidden
carefully behind his father’s shrubs. He wouldn’t be surprised if one had a
video camera. The clip would surely be plastered across the internet for all to
see come Monday morning. It might even make the evening news.


He finally tore his eyes from Heaven, and raced to answer
the phone.


* * *


Harmon stood at the study window, watching the waves as they
crashed against the jagged cliff.


He and Bice had searched hours for Heaven. They’d found
nothing, other than blood and a dead cell phone partially buried in a pile of
crushed leaves.


Dreams was happy to come visit Heaven for a week. The nuns
didn’t mind, after all the girl would be eighteen in only a few weeks. She’d be
free to do what she wanted and live where she wanted soon.


She too was an exceptionally beautiful girl. Dreams and
Heaven might have even been cast from the same mold, except Dreams had long,
wavy jet black hair and glittering dark eyes to match.


She was the most polite teenager Harmon had ever met. She
took an immediate liking to Bice. If her friend were not missing, she would
probably be following his manager from room to room at this very moment, as he
showed her around the house.


The moment he and Hawk had stepped from the car with Dreams,
Bice burst from the house looking dazed. The man wasn’t even dressed. He
explained to the trio after brief introductions Heaven was missing. Harmon was
absolutely sickened, requiring Bice’s and Hawk’s assistance to make it up the
front steps. Dreams burst into a round of shoulder-shaking sobs.


They searched Heaven’s room, the entire house and finally
the grounds. Hawk eventually spotted a broken tree limb overhanging the wall
which surrounded the estate. On the outside of the wall, they found broken
branches covered in blood.


She was injured. He doubted she could’ve waved a car down.
Drag marks through the fallen leaves indicated she might be pulling her legs
behind her. He refused to call the police, even at Bice’s insistence, for fear
it would cause the media to swarm upon his house like bees swarming to a hive.


He had connections. He’d find her one way or another. If
not, he’d call the police, but not a moment sooner.


Bice and Hawk had been gone for hours scouring the streets,
relentless in their quest to find Heaven, while he and Dreams waited behind. He
refused to go with them, having preferred to stay behind in case she managed to
find her way back home or had a change of heart and called.


It was nearing lunch hour. Bonita brought Dreams sandwiches
in Heaven’s room, where she held vigil waiting for her best friend to return.


Harmon lifted the phone they’d found in the woods from the
dresser. He flipped it open, and stared numbly at the neon screen. The battery
level had finally risen somewhat, after he’d found a charger to fit it. He
pushed the various keys. For what he was searching, he didn’t know.


‘DAD-HOME’ suddenly lit up the screen. He rapidly pushed
more buttons. His hands shook uncontrollably as he searched the menu. The phone
beeped and vibrated and finally displayed the owners name. It belonged to
someone named Tommy.


He pressed the corresponding button by ‘DAD-HOME’, and
waited.


* * *


Tommy stared at the ringing phone, fighting the sudden urge to
fling it out the window. He knew he must answer it. Maybe it wasn’t the
football jocks ready to poke fun at him. It could be his dad, he was due home
anytime.


He gazed at Heaven. God she was beautiful. He wished she and
him were a thousand miles away, free of worries and problems. Just the two of
them, together forever. That is, if the football jocks hadn’t sent her to trick
him.


He would take her to the ocean. They’d watch the dolphins
rise and fall in the foamy sea. She was an angel from heaven.


He gazed once more at the phone. If it was his dad, all hell
would break loose if he hadn’t figured out how to get the girl back home, or
somewhere, quickly. His father would know in his voice something was terribly
wrong.


He finally lifted the receiver. Maybe it was Ben calling to
say he was on his way over. Or maybe, it was a magazine salesman calling to
tell him he’d won the grand prize of a billion dollars and a trip for two to
Zimbabwe. He shuddered as he finally quieted the annoying ringing.


“Hello?” He wheezed.


“Hello, this is Harmon Steel. I found your phone in my woods
last night.”


Tommy’s hand began to shake as a sticky sweat beaded across
his brow. A sudden vision played in his mind. He was sitting in jail. His dad
was outside the bars, yelling at him.


They would put him in prison for kidnapping. He’d never see
the inside of Princeton, which he’d spent months trying to get accepted into.
He gazed at his faded jeans. He watched in horror as the blue denim swirled and
melted, reforming into precise black and white prison stripes.


“Are you Tommy?”


“Uh, yeah.” Tommy shook the image from his mind.


“Have you seen a young girl named Heaven? She is missing,
and may be hurt.”


“This is not the football captain?” Tommy dared to grasp the
slim hope it wasn’t a hoax after all. Maybe she was real. Maybe it hadn’t been
a trick.


Tommy gazed at Heaven as she stood in the doorway. Her face
had gone frightfully pale. God, he didn’t want to go to jail. His dad would
have his ass.


He could run. He would take her, and call a taxi. They could
get disguises and find a small house deep in suburbia and live their lives in
peace. That is, until he turned the TV on after working at his blue-collar job
all day and watch in horror as his face was broadcast on the nation’s top ten
most wanted show.


“I’m not the football captain.” Harmon replied. “I’m a
musician. Do you know where she is?”


“Yes, sir.” He knew he must tell the truth, it was the right
thing to do. “I know where she is.”


“Where is she?”


“I won’t tell you. Not until you tell me what happened.”


“There’s no time, Tommy. I insist you tell me where she is.
You and I both know she is hurt.”


“Did you hit her?”


“No. She climbed a tree, jumped over a ten foot wall and
fell. Now tell me where the hell she is!”


Tommy winced. He could feel the power of the man creeping
through the phone line. He was suddenly convinced he didn’t want to be on the
wrong side of him.


“She is here, Mr. Steele, and she’s hurt. Well, she was
hurt.” The boy gazed at his jeans once more and breathed a sigh of relief. They’d
morphed back into the faded blue denim they once were. He wouldn’t have to
worry about his mug shot being in every post office across the country.


“What is your address?”


Tommy gave him the address and careful driving directions,
even though his home was right around the corner. He didn’t want to go to jail.
They would certainly throw away the key for this.


“Tommy, listen to me carefully. Don’t tell Heaven we’re
coming. I don’t want her to disappear again before we get there. “


“I won’t.” He replied. “Am I going to go to jail?”


“No. You did the right thing by telling me the truth.”
Harmon replied.


The phone went silent in Tommy’s hand.


* * *


The dark limousine slowly rolled to a stop in front of Tommy’s
house.


Harmon lowered the heavily tinted window, and studied the
mansion Heaven had somehow managed to find her way to.


The estate sported a meticulously managed landscape. The
multi-level lawn was scattered with trees, which also lined each side of the
cobblestone driveway.


He’d called Tommy during the short trip. The teenager
reassured him Heaven was still there, and had not run away again. The boy
sounded exhausted. He explained he’d been up all night, wondering what to do
about the injured girl. He confided he’d asked her if she wanted to go home,
and her refusal to tell him where she came from.


Feeling a bit more comfortable about Harmon, Tommy
enlightened him on how terribly swollen Heaven’s ankle was. Hesitatingly, he
added the swelling was completely gone by morning, but along with it a serious
cut had also disappeared.


Harmon watched Bice and Hawk walk up the front steps. He
could only hope Tommy hadn’t seen too much. He’d reassured Tommy on the phone
he wasn’t loosing his mind, and was probably terribly tired and stressed. He
suggested to the boy the possibility the wound never existed.


Tommy was a good and honest teenager. He’d have a new car
delivered to his home right away, in return for bravely finding Heaven in the
woods. She could have easily met with foul play or stumbled into the street and
been struck by a passing vehicle. He shuddered at the thought.


* * *


“Follow me.” Tommy motioned to Bice. “She was ready to leave, but I
talked her into staying a few minutes longer. She’s lying on the couch.”


He led him down the entryway, turned a corner and walked
across the living room to the couch in the center. Apparently, Heaven had
nodded off.


“Heaven?” Tommy whispered to the sleeping girl. “Wake up,
Bice is here.”


Bice gazed at Heaven. His breath caught in his throat. She
looked like she’d fallen into hell itself. She was covered with scratches, her
hair was entangled in various types of weeds and her wrist appeared swollen.
There was dried blood on her knee, but no wound was visible from his position.


“Heaven, it’s me, Bice. Wake up.”


Her aquamarine eyes flashed open. A look of disdain darkened
her face as she slowly recognized him. She pulled the pillow from under her
head and threw it at him.


He caught the pillow and tossed it aside. “Take it easy,
Heaven.”


She scowled at him. “Get away from me. I am nothing but a
freak to you. I hate all of you.”


He ignored her sarcasm. “We have to get you out of here. I’ll
ask Hawk to carry you to the car, you don’t like you feel like walking.”


She gazed at him, tears filling her eyes. “I hurt all over.
My ankle seems better, but now my entire body hurts. I did a stupid thing last
night.”


“I’m sad to hear this, Heaven.” He fought the urge to give
her a well-deserved tongue lashing. He knew he must bite his tongue, no matter
how hard it might prove. She looked terrible, and he wouldn’t pour salt on the
wound. He attempted a feeble smile. “We’re going to get you fixed up right
away.”


Bice motioned to the lumbering bodyguard. Hawk lifted Heaven
up without a word, and briskly carried her out the front door to the waiting
car.


Tommy followed behind, watching as the burly man laid her
across the back seat. “Who are you people?”


“I’m Bice, and this is Hawk, Harmon’s bodyguard.”


“Tommy?” Harmon emerged from the far side of the car. “Thank
you again for all you’ve done for Heaven. Here’s your cell phone.”


Tommy gazed at the charismatic man before him. He’d never
paid much attention to the looks of the same sex. But this man had an aura and
majesty about him that could light up a concert hall. He’d heard the name
before, but couldn’t remembered his music. He probably sang songs from an era
well before he’d been born.


Tommy stared at the phone in his hand. “Thank you, Mr.
Steele.”


“No,” Harmon replied, “thank you for all you’ve done. I’ll
be in touch. For now, it looks like we’ll be headed to the hospital to make
sure Heaven didn’t break any bones.”


Tommy watched as the three men slipped back into the long
luxury car. They’d only been in his driveway for seconds. He never had a chance
to ask about the beautiful girl in the back seat. He suddenly wanted to know
everything about her. Where she went to school, her favorite sports and hobbies
and foods and well, everything.


But as always the oh-so familiar black fog of loneliness
crept into his mind as he watched the dark car speed away. It was pointless, he
was a nobody. Even if she went to his school, she probably already knew he was
the campus geek. She’d never take a second look his way. By morning, she’d
probably have forgotten about him.


Tommy watched as Harmon waved at him once more, finally
disappearing behind the blackened window.


He suddenly felt alone. Very, very alone.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c16]Chapter Fifteen


Heaven gazed out the window of the enormous car.


The morning had gone from a vivid blue, to a dull dreary
grey. Dots of rain dappled the darkend windows. The gloom outside seemed to
match the gloom she felt inside.


“Heaven,” Harmon interrupted her thoughts, “I want to talk
to you about last night.”


She gazed at the handsome musician, already knowing what was
coming. The Great Lecture. Insurmountable Great Lectures followed her back at
the children’s home. Seemed nun after nun had one issue or another with her. No
matter how she’d tried to be the wallflower, to go unnoticed by cowering in the
gloomy corners on the playground, they seemed to always seek her out. As Harmon
had.


The blasted hurricane was the reason she was stateside. The
fragrant island winds were now a distant memory in the course of a few weeks.
She had nothing to say to him. She turned away and stared out the window once
more.


Harmon ignored her distant demeanor. “Heaven, listen to me.
First, we’re taking you to the hospital to have you checked out. You had a
terrible fall last night.”


She snapped her head toward him. “What do you care, Harmon?
Why must my life be your choice? Why didn’t you leave me on the island?”


“You know this. The hurricane.”


“There was more, and you know it.”


He sighed. He was growing very, very weary. Maybe Bice was
right all along. He’d made a go of it, yet now he was in the position where he
could say he’d made an honest attempt to once and for all clear his conscience.


Now, he was dealing with a runaway. He was a musician, not a
ready-made dad. The attorney’s he hired had gone over this with him. He’d also
met with a counselor before the guardianship could be finalized.


He was honest with her and from the bottom of his heart,
explained to the therapist his nagging guilt over the years how his actions
resulted in Heaven winding up in the orphanage.


He couldn’t move on from that day on the beach. No
resolution came as the months ebbed into years. He never mentioned Heaven’s
strange eyes to the therapist and the odd connection he couldn’t sweep away.
The woman might declare him mad.


Heaven was a missing puzzle piece to something. What, he
didn’t know. He wouldn’t force her to stay at the estate. He couldn’t. If she
refused, he’d be left with no choice but to return her to the children’s home
until she became of age.


“We’re here.” Bice interrupted his thoughts. “Let’s get her
checked out. Afterward, you two can discuss this when we’re back at the estate.”


Harmon watched as Heaven continued to gaze forlornly out the
window. He stole a glance at Bice. He seriously didn’t know what he’d do
without his assistant. The man knew exactly when and where to step in, and take
over.


* * *


They sat quietly in the waiting room, watching the children on the
floor play with plastic cars, and building blocks. People came and went, babies
wailed, stretchers were pushed down the halls carrying those too ill to walk.


Heaven could only stare at the sick and the ill, unable to
utter a word. Her heart was breaking for them, as they struggled to heal from
their unknown ailments. She wanted to help each and every person who came
through the doors.


“Heaven?” A nurse from the reception area called to the
waiting crowd.


Harmon nudged her. “Come on, they’re ready for you.” He held
his breath, as they followed the nurse down the hall into another waiting room.
He suddenly felt a peculiar, sickening feeling. A sort of premonition something
was going to happen any moment. He glanced at Bice. His assistant walked
quietly a step behind, seemingly unaware of anything around him. The man looked
like he needed a drink.


He gazed stonily at Heaven. “Lets go, and try to stay out of
trouble today.”


“I will, I promise.” She replied.


* * *


Dr. Killmore studied the x-rays which belonged to the odd girl with
strange eyes.


The handsome physician suddenly felt old. Although only
forty-five, he now sported a touch of grey at his temples, which stood in stark
contrast against his ebony hair. Unable to stand it a moment longer, he finally
ripped his tattered tie from his neck and slug it across his office.


He gazed at the clock. He’d promised his son he’d be home by
now. But, it didn’t happen. The moment he stepped from the plane, the emergency
department called him and asked for his immediate presence in the trauma unit.


He was horrified to find his patient to be his son’s best friend,
and his only friend, Ben. The boy had been in a tragic car accident the night
before, coming home from a party. He didn’t yet know the details, but the
teenager was in a coma, and would soon be transferred to the intensive care
unit.


The trauma team called him for good reason. It was all
carefully planned. It wasn’t so much they needed him to save the boy’s face,
but he’d also found himself in the undesired position of being the bearer of
bad news to Tommy.


His son and Ben practically grew up in the hospital, and
followed him around as he worked his evening rounds. The entire staff knew the
boys.


He’d worked carefully over Ben’s face the next two hours,
trying to bring back his badly damaged features, until more extensive
reconstructive surgeries could be scheduled. He’d sewn the wounds closed as
best as he could.


As he was about to leave, the patient with the odd blue eyes
arrived. As tired as he was, he agreed to see her even though she wasn’t a
plastic surgery patient.


He’d flexed Heaven’s wrist during the examination. She cried
out in pain, and grabbed his tie. She was quick as a snake and before he could
inhale what he knew would certainly be his last breath, she twisted his
neckpiece around her good hand and yanked it tight. She’d literally tried to
wring his neck.


Her guardians were forced to pry his neckpiece from her, as
she seethed in agony. He had no choice but to order x-rays on the sore wrist.


He shook his thoughts away, and peered once again at the
X-rays. The damage to her wrist was extensive, and many tiny bones were
shattered.


He called the trauma room and ordered a cast applied. The
girl was lucky. A few more broken bones, she would’ve required surgery. After a
final X-ray, she would be good to go home. Then, he could finally go home.


He stifled a yawn and checked his watch again. The final
X-ray should arrive any moment. It’d been a very strange ordeal. Even stranger,
were her guardians. They’d stood silently staring at the lovely girl while he
examined her injuries, but in an almost fearful way.


He gingerly touched the welts around his neck. In nearly
twenty years of practice, he’d been bitten, kicked, and called many a choice
name, but not ever had a patient attempted to wring his neck with his own tie.


A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts. It was quickly
followed by a young physician. The man plopped down the new set of x-rays in
front of him.


“The final X-rays.”


“Thank you.”


But it was too late. The man was already breezing out the
door as quickly as he’d entered. Only a slight whiff of his faded after shave
was left behind. And the manila envelope in front of him.


He placed the new X-ray on the lighted pane on the wall, and
dimmed the room lights. The cast had been applied, the last film taken. He only
needed a moment to check the damaged wrist once more, and soon he’d be on his
way home.


Although the arm and wrist on the x-ray were exactly the
same size as the original, it was obvious radiology had brought him the wrong
films. The newest pictures showed a perfectly normal arm encased in a new cast.
There were no breaks, no fractures and certainly no residual swelling. There
was no need for a cast on this patient.


Confused, he compared the first set of films against the
final films. There must be another patient in the emergency department who’d
also broken his or her wrist. But that didn’t make sense. No physician in his
right mind would order a cast applied to a non-fractured limb.


He grumbled. He was ready to call it a day, and now would
have to stay late waiting for the correct x-rays to be sent up. Something was
definitely wrong. He’d have to sort whatever it was out quickly. Later, he’d
find the physician who’d applied the cast to the incorrect patient, and tell
him a thing or two.


He lifted the phone to call Bice and Harmon to go over the
x-rays. Next, a call to Tommy would be in order.


He sighed in disdain. The way things were looking, he wouldn’t
be home until late.


* * *


“Mr. Harmon, Mr. Bice, come with me please.” The nurse smiled as
she breezed into the waiting area.


“What about Heaven?” Bice gazed at the girl, who was buried
within the pages of a glossy fashion magazine.


“She’ll be fine, it’ll only take a moment. Dr Killmore wants
to show you her X-rays.”


“You don’t know Heaven.” Harmon muttered, as he grudgingly
followed the nurse out the door.


* * *


Heaven stared at the closed door.


She’d promised Harmon she wouldn’t get into trouble today.
However, her promise might prove difficult to keep. She was growing bored and
restless. She hoped the men would be back soon, she couldn’t wait to get out of
this sad place.


She tossed the magazine aside, and wandered around the room
opening drawers and cabinets, rummaging through the contents of each. She
spotted a small black camera high on the wall. She walked toward it, and gazed deep
into the dark lens. A tiny red light glowed from below, reminding her of the
cameras back on the estate.


She remembered the lipstick in her pocket. She’d found it in
her bathroom the night before, tucked away neatly in a forgotten case of
various shimmering powders and shadows. She pulled the only chair in the tiny
room directly under the camera, and stood on it. She stared into the black
lens, and carefully pulled the lipstick from her pocket.


Her thoughts were interrupted by a piercing cry from the hallway.
A terrible, pitiful, heartbreaking wail. She leapt from the chair, tiptoed to
the door and peeked into the busy corridor.


A small boy, perhaps three years old, was whisked by on a
stretcher. His body lay broken and silent. Unseeing ebony eyes were surrounded
by sunken, pallid cheeks. His mother wailed alongside the stretcher, as the
nurses and doctors rushed the long bed into the room next to hers. The wailing
continued behind the closed door.


She pressed her ear against the thin wall, straining to hear
the muffled voices.


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Martinez, there is nothing we can do…”


The invisible woman wailed louder, begging for mercy to the
heavens above for the Lord to take her, not her child.


“We will leave you to tell him goodbye.” A faceless voice murmured.


Heaven heard the door close as the woman continued to wail.


She leaned against the wall in sorrow. A tear rolled down
her cheek and hit the floor silently. The lipstick fell from her hand, and
rolled into the sterile shadows of day in and day out misery.


* * *


Dr. Killmore placed the X-ray on the lighted pane on the wall and
dimmed the room lights.


“This is the film taken of Heaven’s wrist before the cast
was applied.” The physician pointed to the transparency, outlining the compound
fracture with his finger.


As if on queue, Harmon and Bice moved in closely, studying
the picture of the teenager’s wrist.


“This is the one taken after the cast was applied.” He
placed the new x-ray alongside the first. “The break is gone. The fracture is
healed, in only two hours.” He stared at the men, as if waiting for an
explanation.


Bice glanced at Harmon, who stared back at him silently.
Soon it became apparent he’d get no help from the musician. God, how he needed
a drink. Finally, he peered at the X-ray and feigned confusion. “Are you sure
you didn’t get them mixed up with another patient?”


“Positive, we took three sets.” The physician replied, still
studying the films. “Radiology confirmed moments before you arrived there was
no mix-up. The fracture is gone, and here are the before and after films.”


Harmon finally spoke up. “Looks like you got her healed up
real nice, Dr. Killmore. I’ll be sure to have Heaven give you her best regards.”


“I’d like to take another x-ray…”


“No need.” Bice stammered. “I’m sure she’s ready to get back
home.”


A nurse stuck her head in the door, interrupting the
strained conversation. “Dr. Killmore, your patient has painted a smiley face on
the security camera in the waiting room, and is now headed down the hallway at
a rather rapid rate.”


Bice and Harmon charged out the door, nearly knocking the
poor woman down.


* * *


Heaven quietly slipped into the room next to hers.


The boy’s mother was on her knees at her dead child’s
bedside. She wailed and clutched his lifeless body. She didn’t see the girl
with aquamarine eyes come silently through the door.


Heaven walked to the opposite side of the bed and gazed at
the silent body of the small child.


“Who are you?” The woman gasped, when she noticed she was no
longer alone.


“I’m here to help.” Heaven smiled. “Do not be afraid.”


She laid her hands upon the boy’s cold head and studied the
child. His frozen eyes stared back at her, unblinking.


Undeterred, she gazed into their finite depths, searching
for the tiniest spark of life. But, there was none. The current of life no
longer flowed through the tiny child.


As if suddenly drugged, she felt her mind slip helplessly
into a dizzying kaleidoscope of color and motion, nearly knocking her backward.
She could see his silent movie playing out the last few minutes of his short
life.


She was in a car with the boy. Trees rushed by quickly. Too
quickly. She was overcome with gut wrenching fear. She could feel the cold
machine beneath her sway and moan.


Suddenly, it careened and skidded from side to side, and
went out of control. She heard a scream, and gazed beside her. The boy had her
by the arm in a death grip, his skin a pale shade of grey.


The jerk of the vehicle wretched his hand from her. She
gazed at her arm where the boy had clutched it. There were no marks. It was as
if he hadn’t been there at all. Or maybe, she wasn’t there.


She watched helplessly as the pavement beneath her blurred
into a solid asphalt wall. The car veered off the road and began flipping end
over end down the hillside. She clutched the child to her, as their bodies were
tumbled about mercilessly inside.


She was thrown from the vehicle along with the boy.
Fragments of glass burst around them, as their bodies hit the unforgiving
ground.


She opened her eyes. The car was atop them. The boy lay lifeless
next to her. She could only lay unmoving in the grass, gazing into his
motionless eyes.


She followed the warmth of the sun on her cheek toward the
cloudy skies above. She gasped as she watched the clouds rapidly weave and spin
in dizzying circles above her, quickly forming and reforming into new images.
They whispered to her their story, a story which only she could hear. Her
mother was one within the wispy clouds.


Now, she knew how to save him.


She was suddenly back in the hospital room. She gently
pulled the limp boy to her and held him close, and pressed her hands to his
head. She wasn’t sure why, only that is was to be.


Almost immediately, she felt her hands grow warm, and warmer
still. In a millisecond, her mind was no longer her own. It was fused with his,
her inner core of life melted within his. How this came about, she knew she
would never know.


Her bones merged with his broken bones, quickly spinning
silky marrow at impossible speeds around the fragmented pieces, willing them
back into place.


Her blood breathed life back into his, swirling and churning
and laying claim to his cold core. Her hands were now hot, burning hot her mind
told her, but she could not feel them, for she was no longer one with her body.


She coursed through the child’s veins at the speed of sound,
urging his body to warm. Finally, she could hear his dead cells smolder and pop
and begin again their once stilled travels.


She reached his heart. It hung suspended in time, cold and
grey. With every fiber in her being, she urged it to beat once again. It must
beat. It had to beat.


But it continued to lie silenced. She tried again, and
again. Silence. Only the clouds above could feel her dismay, as they continued
to weave their mystery for her to solve.


Her body began to numb, her legs ached and quivered. She
knew she was out of time and strength. The outside was calling her back.
Thundering hooves roared across the plain. Someone was coming for her. Why, she
did not know. She must act in haste, or the child would be forever naught.


With one last mind-numbing burst of determination, she urged
his heart back to life yet again, willing from deep within her very soul for
its silenced rhythm to restart. If she did not succeed, she would have no
reason to come back either. The two would forever be together, but lost to all
who had known them.


Moments hung in a suspended fog as time itself stood still.
The earth around her was now a blackened plain. Absence of color, absence of
sound. Nothing moved. No birds called out their sing-songs. No breeze blew
across the charred slope. Tiny butterflies froze in place, suspended in mid-air
as if suddenly pinned to a cardboard display for the world to admire.


Unbelievably, and not a moment too soon, she felt the
tiniest movement within the boy.


Deep inside his wounded heart, she watched with the eyes of
her soul as it slowly quivered and shook, as if it were a puppet on a string.
It seemed to take a tiny breath of its own, leaving behind a trail of warm
steam to evaporate, as if it had sighed upon a mirror.


Suddenly, it whirled and jolted it into a weak beat. She
watched as the organ slowly turned from grey to a light pink, and finally to a
deep rich red.


She sighed. She wasn’t sure what had happened, nor was she
sure she wanted to know. But she knew the boy would now live to do great
things, and help others. He would not be a president, no, but he would find a
cure for an illness which had plagued mankind for many centuries. He too, would
use his hands as she had done. He would carry on her legacy.


She fell exhausted to the dreary tile floor. She must rest.


The tiny butterflies were released from their frozen tomb,
and softly soared across the meadows once more.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c17]Chapter Sixteen


The woman gazed at the strange girl who had fallen to the floor,
and screamed.


The sound echoed off the concrete walls, drifted down the
corridor and welcomed each passerby with its horrific ear-shattering pitch.
Doctors and nurses on endless machine-like rounds suddenly came to a
standstill.


“Momma?” The child whispered.


She turned away from the girl, and followed the familiar
voice to its source.


The boy sat up and smiled at his ashen mother.


The woman fell silently to the floor.


* * *


“Heaven, lets go!” Bice shouted as he burst into the waiting room. “Heaven?”


He gazed at the security camera. Sure enough, a happy face
was painted on it. He stared around the room. Each of the drawers and cabinets
in the room stood ajar, their contents scattered across the tile floor.


A scream from down the hall filtered into the empty room.
Though he tried in vain to leap through the door to follow the sound, he
suddenly couldn’t move. He was going forward in reverse. His arm unexpectedly
froze in midair, as he twisted and fought his sudden inability to ambulate. A
cold sweat trickled from his brow and dripped into his eyes. He was helpless to
wipe it away.


His mind raced out the door and down the corridor, but his
feet refused to follow. Heaven had caused the scream. He must find her quickly,
or it would be too late. They’d take her away.


But he was rooted helplessly to the cold floor. Time seemed
to screech to a halt. As if someone had shoved a giant tree into the sprockets
of Big Ben. He gazed at the second hand on the clock on the wall. Twelve past
noon. But something was wrong. He studied the clock a moment longer. The second
hand wasn’t moving.


His body may be frozen, but his eyes were not. He followed
the electrical cord down the wall to its socket. It was still plugged in. He
tried to shake his head in confusion, but it had become a block of cement. He
wasn’t breathing, but he was. He didn’t exist, but he did. A dribble of saliva
trickled from the corner of his mouth, as he fought to scream.


He glanced at his wristwatch, barely visible under the cuff
on his protruding arm. Twelve past noon. He choked back a sob as he realized
the second hand on his own watch was also frozen in place.


He now understood. Heaven was the reason the clock on the
wall had come to a grinding halt in an apocalypse of confusion and lost momentum.
She’d gone somewhere. Somewhere behind time itself. Straight into a vortex
where life ticked away minute by minute, second by second. She was fixing
things. Maybe it was a window or a vase, or maybe a patient at the hospital.


He had to get her the hell out of here. He should’ve never
allowed Harmon to bring her to the facility. There was no need. Her wound was
already a thing of the past. Now, there were films of her wrist left behind for
the world to see. She’d evaporated down the sterile corridors where even more
people might witness her strange phenomenon. She was a time bomb. A walking,
talking, breathing time bomb.


He suddenly knew what the scream down the hall was. Someone
had come in feeling quite ill, or perhaps with a cut or bruise. Heaven, out of
the kindness of her heart felt compelled to help.


A vision of the golden coins with her likeness emblazoned
upon them fell around him and as suddenly, disappeared. Maybe, the natives
worshipped her. Maybe, she was a demigod. Churned up from phantoms of the
timeless seas. It all made sense now.


He jolted forward, as whatever held him set him free.
Gasping, he jerked his head toward Harmon and watched as the last traces of
color evaporated from the musician’s frozen face.


Though it was only a few minutes past noon, the sun seemed
to have set, leaving his employer’s handsome features bathed in darkness. He
knew what the musician knew. Heaven’s secret was no more. It played across the
musician’s face like a wrinkled newspaper tucked behind a paperboy’s arm.


Perhaps it was time to get an attorney. Or better yet, a
mental hospital. He and Harmon could relax and enjoy themselves amongst the
white-coated faceless ghosts who floated on endless errands through the
corridors. He’d loose himself in countless aged gardening magazines and rerun
after rerun, before lights out. First, he’d throw all the clocks away.


“Let’s go.” Harmon cried, as he woke from his stupor.


Bice shook his head clear, and staggered out the door behind
his comrade.


They found her in the adjoining room, lying motionless on
the cold floor. A moaning woman lay on the unforgiving tile beyond the bed. A
small child was sitting up in bed, and crying.


“She did this Harmon.” Bice studied the blood-spattered boy.
What was once an obvious gaping wound across his forehead was healing before
his eyes. He stared in horror as the remnants of ragged tissue seemed to melt
together and seal the deadly gash. Sticky blood ceased downward spiral and
dried instantly in place.


A mind-shattering metamorphosis of all he knew could not
possibly be, was. Of all he thought was not possible, not in a book or movie,
for God’s sake not possible, was unfolding before his eyes. As the damp wings
of a butterfly might as it emerged from its cocoon. He could not speak. He
could not move. He could not breathe.


He watched as a mortal wound across the boy’s bare chest
shriveled and shrank. He gasped and staggered backward. A chest that had looked
like a wadded piece of cellophane when he burst through the door was slowly
un-folding, springing back to life. A rib bone rose upward beneath the skin,
and with an almost audible click, moved back into place amongst its
brethren.


“Harmon...” He groaned and staggered backward. He pointed to
the crying boy, as he struggled to inhale.


“Let’s get her the hell out of here!” Harmon picked Heaven
up from the floor.


Bice could only watch as the musician staggered toward the
door with the limp girl. Thundering hooves where coming down the hall. The fine
line between reality and a lost land of childhood imagination was no more. What
he thought could not be and what he knew he’d seen, would forever be one in the
same.


He could not sweep it away as if it had been something from
a decayed comic book he’d read as a child. He would not pretend what he’d seen
was the remnants of his mind fraying at the edges. He and Harmon had been
around the world not once, not twice, but too many times to count. He’d seen it
all, when in fact, he’d seen nothing.


He held the door open, unable to wrench his eyes from the
crying boy as Harmon rushed out carrying Heaven.


He watched Harmon charge down the hall, choking back the
building bile in his throat. The fire in the musician’s soul which had ignited
that terrible dawn the day he’d found her near lifeless body now made sense. It
showed. Harmon had a connection to her. If he’d only listened to him, it might
have fallen into place sooner. If only he’d listened.


Harmon had said she reminded him of his dead sister. He’d
insanely fought a hurricane to find her before it was too late. It damned near
killed them both. There was a reason the girl was at the estate. An
unmistakable plan was unfolding.


A sense of foreboding washed over him. He suddenly felt
very, very mortal. A feeling of impending doom threatened to wash him away come
high tide. The pull of the moon threatened to suck him into a dark vortex high
above the furthest galaxy where he’d forever remain for eternity.


He finally wrenched himself out of the room and bolted after
the musician. They raced down the corridor, pushing aside patients and staff
and burst through the front entrance.


The sun disappeared behind a whirling mass of thunderheads.
But the storm was only above their waiting car. The rest of the sky was clear
and sunny blue. Bice staggered to a stop in the parking lot, watching in terror
yet another haunted scene play out before him.


Rain poured over their car as lightening raced above. The
nearby cars were dry, bright sun reflecting from each. Not a drop of rain fell
on their glittering hoods. The shadows beneath them were crisp and clear.


Almost as quickly, the thunderheads evaporated and raced
away. The sky slowly faded into a bright and clear aquamarine blue. A beam of
sunlight burst from above and fell across their car, lighting it into an ebony
hue.


* * *


Heaven opened her eyes a day later. She remembered the boy child at
the hospital, and smiled.


Filtered light from the setting sun played across her hands.
She raised her broken arm for a closer look, but the fashionable pink cast was
gone. She wiggled and stretched her wrist and flexed her fingers. The pain was
also gone. She lifted her leg, noticing the elastic bandage was also absent.
She smiled with joy.


She studied Bice, who was asleep at her bedside chair.
Quietly, she reached over and grabbed a book from the table. She launched it
into the air, and watched with glee as it spiraled downward and whacked him
across the head.


Bice stumbled from the chair. “What the hell?”


She eyed the bookcase above his head, but said nothing. Of
course there was an empty spot where the book had once been. Maybe one day he’d
figure it out. She batted her lashes at him in mock innocence.


He rubbed his head and stared at her. “I’m glad to see you
are back amongst the living. Well, sort of.” But, the merriment in his eyes was
fleeting. “Heaven, we need to talk.”


* * *


Dr. Killmore stared at his patient a day after the toddler had
suddenly come back to life.


He’d turned the corner the day before, in time to see Harmon
rush out of the dead boy’s room, carrying the crazy girl. She was as limp as a
rag doll. He watched as the man inexplicably raced down the corridor, and out
the front doors with her. Bice was hot on the pair’s heels.


He’d stared aghast at Heaven’s limp body as it flopped in
Harmon’s arms, until he could finally call out to the fleeing trio.


He watched in amazement as they quickened their pace upon
hearing his voice, until they finally reached the front entrance. They never
turned back at the shouts ringing out behind them.


He gazed at the boy who’d been declared dead the day before.
The attending physician hadn’t ordered X-rays or scans on the child, there was
no need. He was dead when he was brought in. No pulse, and definitely no
heartbeat. The hearse was already waiting out back on their corpse.


The boy’s chest had been crushed under the vehicle, it’d
taken paramedics nearly fifteen minutes to extract him. The child was dead
close to thirty minutes by the time he reached the hospital. He’d been left to
explain to the undertaker the call was a terrible misunderstanding.


He gazed at the boy’s mother. “Mrs. Martinez, what happened
yesterday?”


She smiled at him and held the boy close. He wriggled
happily, grasping locks of her hair and shoving them into his mouth.


“The Senorita…the girl…” She spoke in broken English, and shook
her head.


“Go on.”


“The Senorita, she put her manos on little Niûo’s head.” She
whispered, holding the boy tightly. She raised one hand into the air, and
placed it upon her child’s head.


“Her hands? She put her hands on his head?” His eyes
threatened to bulge from their very sockets. His heart began to race, pounding
as a racehorse crossing the finish line. He hung in eternal anticipation as she
carefully spoke each word. If this woman said the words he so badly wanted to
hear, his life would be forever changed.


“Si, Senor.” She thought a moment longer, until a wave of
realization finally washed over her delicate face. “Senorita, she is a Santo.”


“A what?” He clung desperately to each word as she carefully
spoke.


“Santo.” She stammered, trying to choose the correct words. “I
believe you call a Saint, Senor.”


“I see.” His mouth had gone dry. He needed a drink soon,
because his tongue was now suddenly adhered to the roof of his mouth. It
finally broke free, allowing him to speak as his eyes glazed in thought. “You
can take the boy home today.”


He knew he’d get no further details from her. If he did, he
wouldn’t be able to understand them without an interpreter. Besides, he had
research to do. He’d read Heaven’s medical records when he was attending to her
wrist injury. He would have to re-read them, and search for a clue as to what’d
happened in the boy’s room.


He remembered she’d been in the hospital only a short time
before, when her legs were crushed. According to what he’d read and the x-rays
he studied, she should not be walking. No person could heal from that traumatic
of an injury, much less walk again so soon.


He suddenly realized why she’d never been brought back to
the facility for cast removal, or physical therapy. There was no need. Her
guardians seemed incredibly protective of her as well. Right down to when he
showed them the X-rays, and they’d dismissed what was clearly in black and
white as if it were nothing. He knew they were hiding something.


He’d get the video tapes from the waiting room she was in,
and the tapes from the boy’s room. But, his personal life was pressing him. He
knew he must get home to check on Tommy.


He wasn’t looking forward to telling his son the bad news
about his best friend.


* * *


Bice gazed at the lovely girl sitting patiently on the bed. She was
as fresh and bright as a new spring day. No sign of what had occurred the day
before etched her haunting eyes. She’d slept an entire day though.


“Heaven, Dreams is here for a visit. I’ll bring her in
shortly. First, I’d like to apologize for not keeping my word with you and
missing our walk. I have no excuse, thus I will offer none.”


“Dreams is here?” She whispered. “You’re kidding?”


He watched as a wave of delight crossed her eyes, and
breathed a sigh of relief. He was off the hook.


“Harmon is speaking with Dreams at the moment. We’ll ask
Bonita to fix her a nice lunch. Later, you two can go for a swim in the pool,
if you’re up to it.”


“Thank you, Bice.” She leapt from the bed, and threw her
arms around him.


“In the meantime, you have chores to do. Your arm and leg
are healed. I won’t ask any question as to how or why. Somehow, I know better.”


Heaven hung her head in silence.


“Harmon has decided he wants you to work around the
household, to earn your keep. This fall, you will have a tutor.”


She said nothing, only nodding her head in agreement.


“Bonita is waiting for you in the kitchen. Today, you will
learn to make a salad and set the table for lunch.”


“I’ll head right down.” She smiled at him.


Bice studied her a moment longer. She was obviously unaware
of the havoc she’d caused at the hospital the day before. No swelling could be
seen in her ankle or arm. Additionally, she didn’t seem bothered by the fact
that somehow her body worked at the speed of a jet when it needed to mend a
wound.


He strode out the door, leaving her to dress. It was time to
meet Harmon in the study.


He had a few questions he wanted to ask Dreams himself.


* * *


Harmon stood and smiled as Dreams came into the study. He motioned
for her to take a seat opposite his desk.


She seemed a bit nervous, and her face was flushed with
anxiety. Her chiseled cheekbones sported bright pink blotches, as if she’d
fallen into a cotton-candy vat at the local carnival. The teenager was still
wearing the same drab grey dress they’d picked her up in the day before.


“Don’t be nervous, Dreams.” He smiled. “I’d like to offer my
apologies for not getting a chance to visit with you last night. As you know,
Heaven turned up missing. After she was located, some rather odd things
happened.”


She gazed at him curiously. “What odd things?”


Harmon strummed his pen on the desk. He gazed beyond Dreams
at the tiffany lamp perched on its throne near the window. There was no way
around it. He’d have to be direct with the girl. He was left with no choice,
but to find out anything he could to solve the strange occurrences. Too much
had happened in too short of a time to write off as a coincidence. The girl
upstairs should not even be walking. He rubbed his temple, and studied Dreams
once again.


“Dreams, I really don’t know where to start. Take a look at
this.” He pulled a golden coin from the drawer and slid it in her direction.


He watched her pick the token up and turn it over carefully
in her hands. Her face suddenly went pale as recognition swept across her dark
eyes. As pale as the freshly laundered sheets he and his sister Rose hung to
dry in the summer winds.


“It’s her.” Dreams moaned. “My God, it’s Heaven.” Her arm
suddenly snapped away from the coin, as if it had been molded from the venom of
stinging insects. It flipped into the air, and spun in dizzying circles across
the desk.


Harmon slapped the coin, and slid it into the drawer in one
swift movement. If Dreams grew any paler, he feared a call to the morgue would
be the next item on his agenda.


“I have no answers for you.” She mumbled. “You might be
better off finding her an island to leave on in peace, is my only suggestion.”


He leaned forward. “What do you mean? Heaven might be in
great danger after a certain episode at the hospital yesterday. Please, tell me
what you know about her.”


“What happened at the hospital?”


“I can’t tell you.”


“Tell me!”


“Look, Dreams. She’s your friend, isn’t she? Now, tell me
why you want me to take her back to an island. Last time I went to sea, I
damned near wound up dead.”


Dreams sighed in resignation and twisted a stray lock of
hair around her finger. “Don’t forget, you’ re the one who insisted we come
back to the states. It would’ve been your own fault if that hurricane had taken
your ship and crew. We were fine where we were. Especially, Heaven.”


“The island is gone Dreams. Long gone. It’s been underwater
since we pulled you and Heaven from that death trap. Please, tell what you know
about her.”


Dreams rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and sighed. “She
would have been better off left for dead, rather than bringing her back to the
states. Regardless of the hurricane, she was safe on that island.”


“I don’t understand.” Harmon admitted. “How could she have
been safe there when a damned hurricane wiped it out?”


Dreams leaned forward and met his gaze. “That island was her
only protection from whom she is. I can’t explain why she is the way she is,
but there was a reason she chose to leave the orphanage and live where few
others would live. She was only trying to protect herself, and you came along
and blew it. You’re the reason she’s in grave danger.”


“Dreams, you must believe me. I had no idea Heaven was like
she is until I brought her here. Now, tell me what you’ve seen.” He slammed his
hand on the desk and watched the girl jump at the sound.


She gazed at him intensely, but hesitated. Finally she
spoke, clinging to each word for fear once it slipped from her mouth, the skies
would open up and swallow her whole. “There was a boy at the orphanage…”


Harmon fought the sudden urge to vomit as she spoke. The
feeling was so strong, he pushed his chair from the desk and bent over the
garbage can. He hung in suspended animation for what seemed like days. He was
finally going to get some answers about Heaven.


The problem was, he wasn’t sure if he still wanted to hear
what she had to say. He studied the contents of the waste container. Wadded up
lyrics and a broken ball point pen gazed back at him. It would be much easier
to leap into the steel canister and bury himself beneath the forgotten debris,
rather than face the facts about Heaven.


She’d come from an island to begin with. It was no wonder
the authorities were unable to locate any family stateside. She’d escaped from
the orphanage in an attempt to protect herself from the scorn of her peers. Not
to mention the ridicule she must have endured from the other children.


Dreams confirmed his worst fear. She too, had seen strange
things unfold in Heaven’s presence. And, he’d determinedly hunted Heaven down
and brought her right back to the States against her will.


He’d unknowing taken her from the only possible safety she
knew. And, he’d placed her in grave danger. Because now, her secret was out.


Dreams studied the unusual man. “Mr. Steele, are you all
right?”


He gazed at her. “The hurricane destroyed the entire
archipelago. Do you understand? It’s impossible to take her back there. Now,
tell me what happened at the orphanage.”


Minutes passed. She hesitated, and bit her lip. “The boy
fell from the slide one day...”


Harmon leaned forward. “Go on.”


“When he fell, he cut his head wide open. Blood was
everywhere.” She glanced out the window, studying the sea in the distance.


“Tell me. Tell me everything, Dreams.”


“Heaven was close by when he fell. She…” Dreams could not
continue. She couldn’t believe it herself. But, to have to tell someone was
against the very fiber she stood for. She knew she had no choice though. If
Heaven were in danger, she’d do what she could to help.


“Tell me Dreams, I beg of you. I must know.”


“She ran to the boy, who was screaming in hysterics and
covered his head with her hand. She was only applying direct pressure to stop
the bleeding, like we were taught in first-aid class. She cried out for the
nuns to come quickly. But by the time they arrived…” She choked back a sob.


Harmon gazed at her. He could say nothing. He already knew
what Dreams would say. The gig was up. Curtain call. The show, at last was
over. Time for the swan song. Word for word, he already knew. It was pointless
conversing any further. But he forced himself to listen.


“By the time the sisters arrived, she lifted her hand from
the wound to show them the injury, but it was gone. I saw it myself, God
Almighty, I saw it myself. The wound disappeared.” Dreams was beyond her
breaking point. Recalling the event was simply too much to ask. The last of the
color drained from her face. She doubled over, and slid from the chair.


Bice walked in the door at the same moment. He’d heard
everything. He lifted Dreams from the floor and gazed at the ashen musician. “I’ll
get her to her room. Will you be all right?”


Harmon gazed at his friend, doubled over and vomited on the
dead ball point pen and useless lyrics.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c18]Chapter Seventeen


“Tommy?” Dr. Killmore called from the doorway. “I’m home!”


He threw his luggage from the medical convention aside,
flipped through the mail and made his way to the living room. He was
frustrated. He was half a day late getting home. The sun had long ago set,
taking with it another day in his life.


He turned the TV on, drew the shades and sat down to relax.
He groped for the TV guide, finally finding it between the sofa cushions. As he
flipped through the pages, he quickly noticing something felt odd. The pages
stuck to his fingers, as he struggled to turn them. He flipped on the nearby
lamp.


He stared at his fingers in the amber glow, already knowing
what the sticky stain was. The small magazine was covered in blood. He leapt
from the sofa as if it had shocked him. Horrified, he gazed at his white
leather couch and reeled in sickness. Dried blood covered nearly one side of
it, and he had sat in it. He groaned.


“Tommy!”


He watched his son raced downstairs, and slide to a
screeching halt in the doorway.


The boy was the color of death itself.


He glared at the boy. “What happened to my new couch, Tommy?
It looks like you skinned a cat on it!”


“Dad, I can explain.”


They were interrupted by the jangle of the doorbell. Dr.
Killmore glared at Tommy, turned on his heel and stomped to the door. At this
rate, he’d never get any rest.


Tommy watched his dad answer the door, and signed with
relief. Hopefully, it was an entire troop of girl scouts with hundreds of
brochures to pick thousands of cookies from. Better yet, maybe it was a
salesman with zillions of handy-dandy kitchen items to demonstrate.


“Stay right there young man, you have some explaining to do.”
His father called from the doorway.


The physician opened the door. Standing in the doorway was
the most impeccably dressed chauffer he’d ever set eyes on. His dark uniform
was neatly pressed, its long sleeves capped with white cuffs and followed by
white satin gloves. His ensemble was finished off with a matching hat, trimmed
in gold braid.


“For Monsieur Tommy.” The chauffer swept into a low bow, and
dropped a set of keys into the physician’s hand. He touched his hat, and
marched back to the waiting Limo parked at the curb.


The doctor stepped onto the porch, and watched the long car
slowly roll away. He gazed at the keys in his hands, complete with a leather
keychain emblazoned with the letter ‘L’.


Something glinted under the streetlights in the driveway. He
turned slowly to look, almost afraid of what he might see.


He gasped in astonishment. A pristine candy-apple red
Lamborghini Murcie’lago sat in his driveway. He was already very familiar with
the model of the car. Several physicians at the hospital owned one. It was a
popular car for the ultra-wealthy.


“Tommy!”


The keys fell from his hand and dropped to the cold stone.
He’d had more than enough for one day. He’d been choked, his new couch was
covered in blood, a dead child had been risen, Ben’s face was shattered beyond
recognition and now this. Perhaps he should’ve flown up to Saratoga and played
the ponies, postponing coming home for a day. His luck might have been better
if he’d stayed in New York.


He could only stare numbly at the gleaming red car, as Tommy
ran up behind him. He could hear the boy panting over his shoulder.


“Gee dad, did you buy a new car?” Tommy wheezed.


Ignoring him, the physician stomped to the drivers side and
peered in. An envelope was neatly placed on the seat. He pulled it out, and
quickly scanned the card inside. He could feel Tommy’s hot breath on his
shoulder.


He read it out loud, “Tommy, my sincere thanks to you for
helping Heaven last light. Sincerely, H. Steele.”


Dr. Killmore took his son by the arm and led him back into
the house. “Tommy, would you care to explain to me what happened last night?”


Tommy craned his neck behind him, stealing one more glimpse
of the dream car in the driveway. The chicks he could get with that car would
be non-stop, like a broken gumball machine, scattering at his feet when he
turned the key.


“Tommy!”


The boy quickly snapped back to reality, realizing he had
quite a story to tell.


* * *


Dr. Killmore sat at the kitchen table, trying to absorb the story
his son told him.


He was proud, despite the boy’s poor judgment of leaving his
vehicle to plunge into the woods. Yet, he’d done the right thing advising the
musician where Heaven was. He swelled with pride, knowing the boy was also
thinking of his own future.


His wife, the boy’s mother, had died tragically only three
years before. Since then, it was only the two of them, when he wasn’t out of
town at medical conventions. Tommy would make his mother proud. She’d instilled
in him family values, as well as high standards for honesty. He gazed at his
son, seeing his greatly missed wife in the boy’s eyes.


“What about the car? Can I keep it Dad? Can I? Can I?”


“Son, that is a three-hundred thousand dollar racecar. Mr.
Steele has no business sending that expensive toy over for helping Heaven.”


“But Dad…”


“I had the bad luck to meet her this morning.” He
inadvertently rubbed his throat, recalling how close to death he might have
actually come.


“Bad luck, Dad?”


“She tried to strangle me at the hospital with my own tie,
while I examined her.”


“Aw, Dad. She was only upset over what happened last night.
Plus, she was hurt.”


Dr. Killmore gazed at his son, and sighed. “Tommy, there was
an accident last night and Ben is in the hospital.”


Tommy leapt from the table and rushed to his father’s side. “Ben?
Take me there, please!”


“You won’t be able to see him for awhile, son. I will take
you as soon as he’s out of intensive care. Meanwhile, you and I are going to
pay Mr. Steele a visit.”


* * *


Heaven sat on her bed, gazing about her newly cleaned room.


She wanted to make things right between Harmon and herself.
He’d given her chance after chance since she’d come here to live. He’d shown
incredible patience toward her, and he’d even brought her friend to visit. She
was determined not to let him down again.


She was proud, and best of all, she felt good for the first
time in very long time. Her suite looked wonderful, which made her feel even
better. She’d neatly stacked her fashion magazine at her bedside, and had even
made her bed.


She’d helped Bonita in the kitchen earlier. Afterward, she
and Dreams had enjoyed a wonderful lunch, and caught up on everything. Later,
they swam in Harmon’s seaside pool which overlooked, as Harmon called it, the
City of Angels. She was absolutely thrilled her friend had come for a visit.
But the shadows had grown long much too soon, and she’d become weary.


She smiled at the thought of a warm bath. Dreams was
probably in her suite across from hers, enjoying one herself by now.


She sat down on the edge of the tub, and stared at the
faucets. She turned them on one at a time, carefully testing the water with her
finger. She whirled the cap off a lovely smelling concoction of fragrant liquid
which sat nearby.


She studied the bottle a moment, unable to recall how much
the nun at the orphanage had poured into her tub years before. Slowly, she
poured a little into the churning water. The pink liquid mixed with the running
water, and quickly dispersed. She waited patiently, only to grow confused. Not
many bubbles appeared.


She swirled her hand in circles in the water, hoping to stir
up more bubbles. It was useless. She sat the jug down, and slowly slid into the
warm water. Suddenly, she lost her balance on the slick surface, and grabbed
the edge of the tub in an effort not to slide underwater.


Her elbow hit the bottle of sweet-smelling liquid. It fell
into the tub, throwing a burst of pink froth across the wall. The scented
liquid dripped into the water along with the now empty jug. She sighed in
exasperation. She’d never been much good learning to balance on a jutting
branch while she and Dreams climbed the island trees. Grace was definitely not
her forté.


Nevertheless, she closed her eyes and inhaled the lovely
aroma rising from the frothing bubbles.


She tried to pull her nightdress over her head, but soon
realized it was hopeless, as her wrist was still slightly sore from her fall.
She wriggled and twisted, but it was no use. She decided it probably wouldn’t
hurt to have her gown washed while she bathed. After all, this is exactly what
she and Dreams had done on the island.


She gazed at the rolling water and inhaled the lovely
perfume which now permeated the air. The bubbles were looking very nice, as
they slowly rose above the sides of the tub.


She carefully eased back into the luxurious scented water,
and thought of Tommy.


* * *


Harmon stared at the silver screen in the theater on the lower
level of the mansion.


The movie was a much needed break he needed. He’d considered
inviting a few friends over, but changed his mind, choosing instead to watch
the movie with Bice and Hawk.


The sun had set long ago, leaving behind a city bathed in
blazing neon. It was time to relax and forget, at least for now, about the
strange occurrences which seemed to follow him from room to room.


A movement from the darkened doorway caught his attention.
Bonita was quietly gliding down the darkened ramp toward him. She was probably
bringing their drinks, or more donuts for Hawk.


She handed him his drink. “Mr. Steele, two gentlemen are
here to see you.”


He groaned. “Can’t it wait? We just sat down.”


“It’s Tommy and his father, Mr. Steele.”


“All right, see them to the study. I’ll be there in a
minute.”


He watched as she soundlessly floated up the ramp and out
the door. Tommy and his father were probably dropping by to thank him for the
car.


He nudged Bice. “Do you mind coming with me? We have
company.”


“Sure.” Bice grabbed his soda, and silently followed the
musician out of the theatre.


* * *


Tommy stared in amazement at the shimmering gold records which
lined the walls of the incredible study.


Each sat within a sealed glass frame. A tiny light hung
above, beaming across the gilded metal discs. They bore the name of a song, or
an album of Harmon’s. He was surprised to see so many, not realizing Harmon had
sold many records stateside.


Dr. Killmore also moved about, staring in silence at the
magnificent carved desk, skimming his fingers across the ivory inlay. He
suspected the piece must have been custom made for its wealthy owner. A private
jet sat outside near a landing strip. Beyond it, Harmon’s collection of rare
cars were tucked pristinely into a fifteen bay garage. The musician’s mansion
made his upper-class estate look like a cracker box. This kind of wealth was
beyond his imagination, and he was a multi-millionaire.


The physician smiled as Harmon entered the study. But the
moment the singer met his gaze, his face suddenly flushed a morbid white. He
looked very nervous. Apparently, the man was overdue for a check-up.


“Forgive me for coming unannounced.” Dr. Killmore smiled. “I
hear you’ve already met my son through Heaven. It’s a small world, indeed.”


“Yes, we met.” Harmon stammered. “Is this about Heaven’s
X-rays?”


“No.” Dr. Killmore replied. “It’s about the three-hundred
thousand dollar racecar you have gifted my son.”


Harmon took a seat at his desk, his eyes never leaving the
impeccable physician. The man had asked too many questions when he’d reviewed
Heaven’s hospital records. He glanced at the doorway, hoping she wouldn’t make
a sudden appearance in the study.


The physician continued. “Tommy can not accept the car. It’s
sitting in your driveway now.”


Harmon leaned forward and nervously wrung his hands. “I’m
sorry to hear this. Tommy did a great thing for Heaven, I can’t thank him
enough.”


“He’s a seventeen year old boy. He doesn’t need a racecar.”


“I’ll be eighteen in eleven months, two weeks…”


“Tommy!” Dr. Killmore flashed his eyes at the boy, who in
turn hung his head.


Harmon smiled at the boy. “What would you like, Tommy? Would
a Porsche work for you? I don’t think they go quite as fast, though.” His gaze
was quickly diverted as a droplet of water suddenly materialized on his hand.
He stared at it curiously, and wiped it away.


“Mr. Steele, you are too kind. He doesn’t need an expensive
new car.”


“He mentioned his car was need of repairs, at least let me
pay for them.” Harmon offered. Once again, his attention was diverted back to
his hand. Another droplet had mysteriously emerged. He leaned back and studied
his desk.


“That is a great idea, Mr. Steele.” Dr. Killmore replied. “Tommy,
how does that sound?”


“But Dad, think of the chicks I could get. We could get.”


“Tommy!”


Yet another droplet splattered across Harmon’s arm.
Confused, he wiped his fingers across it and sniffed the liquid carefully. “Bice,
are you throwing beer on me?” He glared at his assistant, his crippling gaze
falling to the drink the man held.


Bice studied the eccentric musician. “No, quite impossible.
I’m drinking a soda.”


Dr. Killmore watched the musician carefully. Apparently, the
celebrity needed a mental health assessment as well. After his odd behavior at
the hospital, and his compulsiveness in purchasing Tommy a racing machine, he
must surely be teetering on the edge of schizophrenia, with a bit of
obsessive-compulsive disorder mixed in.


Harmon ignored the physician’s curious stare. Almost afraid,
his gaze slowly traveled to the ceiling, in hopes of discovering the source of
the dripping water.


Dr. Killmore followed his gaze, and gasped in horror.
Centered above the magnificent desk, an enormous pool of water hung in limbo.
It seemed to be suspended in time, caught between the upper floor and the
ceiling tiles. The ceiling groaned in protest.


He watched as more water droplets slowly rained across the
singer’s desk, splattering across the woodwork and ivory. Reflected within
each, shimmered tiny faces of Harmon Steele, frozen in horror.


“For the love of God, something is wrong in Heaven’s room!”
Harmon cried. “Everyone, get out of here!”


Bice was unable to pull his gaze from the ceiling. He
staggered backward out of the study, as the future tidal wave threatened to
buckle. Finally, he broke free from his frozen stance and raced after Harmon.


Tommy and his father stared at the ceiling together, unable
to speak. In unison, they leapt from the study and gave chase to the men. A
resounding crash was heard the moment they approached the staircase. It echoed
throughout the enormous mansion.


The ceiling had finally given in. The tidal wave had won the
battle, and was now racing out the study door toward them.


* * *


Harmon tried to open Heaven’s door. “It’s locked! Where’s the
master key?”


“In my room.” Bice replied. “Where’s yours?”


Harmon shoved his hands into his pockets, and pulled out
several key rings. Several more dropped to the floor. “Let’s see. The yacht
key, the plane key, and the Jaguar key. Forget it, kick the door in!”


“Will it come out of my paycheck?”


“No!” Harmon’s eyes were slowly beginning to protrude beyond
his brow.


Bice raced across the hall and ran at the door, plunging
into it shoulder first. The impact sent him reeling backwards in indescribable
pain. He hit the opposite wall, fell and rolled across the hallway. He glanced
at the door. It hadn’t budged.


“Never mind.” Harmon cried. “It’s this key.” He shoved it
into the lock, and threw the door open.


“I’ll strangle you for that!” Bice glared at Harmon,
gripping his throbbing shoulder.


The men plunged into the suite, searching for the Heaven.
They looked at each other in confusion and gazed about, sniffing the air. The
room reverberated with the thick scent of roses. The teenager was not in her
bed, nor was she anywhere to be seen.


Bice grimaced. “What is that smell?”


“The bathroom.” Harmon pointed to the closed door. “Hurry,
kick the door in!”


Bice ran at the door as ordered, but this time he thought
ahead and plunged into it with his opposite shoulder. The wood creaked and
split, but alas, held fast. He groaned in pain. Damned Harmon, and his imported
woods.


“Never mind.” Harmon grimaced at his ailing assistant. “This
door doesn’t have a lock on it.” He casually strode over, and easily swung the
door open.


Spittle ran down Bice’s chin, as he seethed through gritted
teeth at the musician. “I’ll kill you for this!”


The men were met with a solid wall of white foam, rising
from the floor to the ceiling. The pair stood petrified in the doorway, unable
to move, unable to breathe and unable to fathom what’d happened inside.


“Heaven?” Harmon cried into the abyss. “Are you in there?”


Without waiting for a response, Bice shoved Harmon aside and
dove into the wall of froth. An ear-splitting crash was heard from within,
followed by a string of obscenities. Instantaneously, an avalanche of foam flew
out the doorway, covering Harmon in the frothy scented bubbles.


He sniffed his arm, enjoying the fragrant smell. It reminded
him of an English garden he’d stopped to visit while on tour across the pond. “Bice?
Did you find her?”


“Yes, we’re coming. Keep talking, so I can find you.”


Bice slowly worked his way out of the mess, guiding Heaven
by the hand. The pair came out of the bathroom, dripping wet and covered in
bubbles.


“What happened, Heaven?” Harmon demanded. He couldn’t
believe his eyes. She’d bathed with her gown on.


Heaven hung her head in shame. “I couldn’t find the faucets
to turn the water off, because the bubbles got so big. I’m sorry, Harmon.”


Bice glared at the foamy girl. “Did you not think to come to
one of us for help?”


“I managed to get out of the tub, but couldn’t find the
door.” She blushed a bright, crimson red.


Bice wiped the soap from his burning eyes. “How much did you
put in the tub?”


“The whole bottle fell in, and I couldn’t figure out how to
turn the faucets off.”


Dr. Killmore burst into the room, panting with exhaustion.
Tommy was on his heels. “Is everything all right in here? We would’ve been here
sooner, but we got lost. This place is like the Winchester house!” He gazed at
Heaven and Bice, and exploded into a hearty fit of laughter.


“Hello, Tommy.” Heaven blushed at the handsome teenager. “I
didn’t see you, I have soap in my eyes.”


“Hello, Heaven.” Tommy smiled at the lovely goddess.


Dr. Killmore gazed at Heaven, carefully studying her wrist.
Though he was no orthopedic surgeon, he’d seen her x-rays that very morning.
There was no mix-up. A battered boy also came back to life moments before her
entourage’s hasty exit from his room.


“Something very strange is going on around here. For the
life of me, I can’t figure out why that girl’s wrist was broken one minute, and
suddenly healed the next. Not to mention the dead boy’s room the three of you
ran from.” He gazed at Heaven, as if waiting for an explanation.


“It must’ve been a mix-up.” Bice pursed his lips, hoping to
hide any sign of discomfort embedded deep within. “There was probably another
patient with a similar wrist injury in the waiting room.”


The physician stared at the dripping man. He was no damned
fool. He hadn’t struggled through medical school for many years to be told by
some clown he couldn’t read an x-ray. “That doesn’t explain why a child was
risen from the dead.”


Harmon gave the physician a wintry stare. “Dr. Killmore, we
owe you no explanations. Apparently, the hospital pronounced this child dead in
error. It does happen.”


“Not at my hospital. We’d never make such a grave mistake.”


“Apparently, someone did.” Bice sized up the doctor. “Besides,
Heaven was only in his room a few moments. It’s obvious she grew quite bored
waiting on us, while you insisted on a lengthily consultation with Harmon and
myself, and misdiagnosed her with a broken wrist.”


“Her wrist was broken, damn it!” The physician was turning
bright red, which would rival the Lamborghini Harmon had purchased for Tommy.


“Dr. Killmore, you’re out of control. I’ll have Hawk show
you out.” Harmon moved toward the phone near Heaven’s bedside. He stopped
short, suddenly feeling an eerie sensation creep down his spine. The incessant
ringing would likely start at any moment. He must fight it. He wouldn’t let
himself collapse in front of a roomful of people. It would only show the
physician he knew too much.


“No need.” The physician snorted and shoved his glasses buck
up his nose. “I’ll see myself out. Come along, Tommy. These people remind me of
the Adam’s family. Very, very strange indeed.” He whirled around and stomped
out the door.


Tommy stood rooted to the floor. He didn’t want to leave. He
wanted to visit with Heaven, and get to know her. Maybe she’d give him a
chance, once she realized he wasn’t as big of a geek as the football team made
him out to be.


“Tommy!” His father roared from downstairs.


“I’ve got to go.” He raced for the door, but at the last
moment he slid to a stop. He turned to steal one last glance at the beautiful
girl. He was suddenly afraid he’d never see her again. Something deep inside,
something unexplainable was happening, as he watched her gaze beyond him at the
doorway.


A sense of darkness suddenly overwhelmed him. Thick,
foreboding shadows seemed to drift from the ceiling, and creep to the floor in
an all-consuming onyx fog. He’d seen it before. It was a death fog. The same
blackness which had rolled across his mother, after she fell across her easel
and lay still.


Suddenly, Heaven snapped her head toward him. She gazed at
him with deep, watery eyes. Eyes which bordered on the edge of heaven itself,
but also on the edge of hysteria.


Eyes which spoke of knowing too much, but eyes which knew
nothing. Magic and mystery. Eyes that spoke of life and death and everything
in-between.


It was no wonder she called herself Heaven. Her gaze held
the strange magic of a world he’d never seen. It was a good place, wherever it
was. It seemed as if she were trying to say something to him. Something only he
could hear. Instantly, a feeling of peace drifted over him as he gazed deeper
into her starry eyes.


An innermost sense of calmness and serenity he’d not felt
since the tragic loss of his mother overwhelmed him. The faded scent of roses
still clung heavily in the bedroom air. The same scent of roses he remembered
from her funeral.


But there was more. A gentle wind seemed to be churning the
scent of the flowers throughout the room. The fragrance was steadily growing
thicker and heavier. He hung in limbo confused, but in awe. Afraid, but at
peace.


Having no choice and already anticipating another shout of
warning from his father who by now was out the front door, he finally wrenched
himself free from the incredible girl’s gaze and raced out the bedroom door.


“The Adam’s Family?” Harmon grumbled, watching Tommy leap
into the hallway.


Bice thought for a moment, clutching both swollen shoulders
with opposite hands. “I think we’re more like the Three Stooges.” He glanced
toward Heaven. “But seriously Harmon, we have a big problem now. We need to
talk after the movie.”


“I know.” Harmon sighed as he gazed at Heaven. “God help us,
I know.”


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c19]Chapter Eighteen


The following morning, Dr. Killmore poured over Heaven’s medical
records, inhaling every detail from the girl’s prior visit to the hospital.


She’d been in an accident on an island not long ago. He
checked and re-checked the chart notes. She’d never come back to have the casts
removed from her mangled legs. The notes also indicated she needed further
surgery, and lengthy physical therapy.


But she’d simply disappeared, and never returned to the
facility for aftercare. Nor, were their any notes stating she’d been
transferred to another physician.


Dr. White was her attending physician during her prior stay,
but he’d retired shortly after her hospital visit. He’d check with his former
colleague soon. For now, there was extensive research to be completed.


He studied the x-rays of her wrist again. For the umpteenth
time, he compared the two films side by side. Again, the latter x-ray showed a
perfect wrist, with no sign of prior trauma. Yesterday, she’d put her hands to
the dead boy and somehow breathed life into him once again.


He walked to the window and pulled the curtains closed,
leaving his office bathed in near darkness. He shoved the video from the dead
boy’s room into the tape machine, and carefully watched Heaven as she entered.


Over and over, he rewound the tape. He watched as she put
her hands on the dead boy’s head as his mother stood stricken nearby.


It was impossible. He refused to believe what he could quite
clearly see. Once again, he rewound the tape and played it back, this time in
slow-motion.


He watched as the boy’s body jerked and convulsed under
Heaven’s hands. Thirty seconds. That’s all it had taken before she fell to the
floor in some sort of coma, and the boy sat up. The screaming mother could
easily be heard, but she too fell to the floor shortly after Heaven. At that
moment, Bice and Harmon burst in.


He pushed the volume button to its maximum level. Bice was
saying something to Harmon. To his frustration, the sound was garbled. He
pressed the volume button repeatedly. The red light on the machine blinked
madly at him, refusing to increase the sound another decibel.


He slung open his desk drawer and rummaged through its
contents. Finally, he pulled from its depths his headset. Naturally, they were
twisted amongst several other wires in the drawer.


He quickly yanked them apart, and shoved the plug into the
machine. He rewound the video once more, carefully studying Bice’s lips. His
eyes were centimeters from the monitor as he clung to each faded word.


“She did this, Harmon…”


He staggered backward in disbelief, yanking the headphones
from the video deck. The cord pulled the machine to the edge of the shelf, it
teetered momentarily in limbo only centimeters from the floor.


He leapt toward it, and caught it a millisecond before it
crashed and destroyed the only tape of the boy’s room. He laid on the cold tile
in a tangle of wires, gasping for breath and repeating the words Bice had so
softly spoken.


“She did this, Harmon…She did this, Harmon…She did this,
Harmon…”


* * *


Harmon sat by the poolside watching Heaven visit with Tommy.


He’d called Tommy and invited him for lunch and a swim. The
meal was extraordinary, and unbelievably went off without a hitch. He looked up
as Bice approached and took a took a chair near him.


“Are you ready to talk now?” Bice asked. He watched Heaven
laugh and joke with Tommy, and leap into the pool with the boy in unison.


“Her wrist.” Harmon remarked. “She is swimming as if nothing
was wrong with it two days ago. My God, it was shattered.”


“No one must know, ever.” Bice whispered.


“It’s too late.”


“The Doctor can prove nothing. He didn’t see a thing.”


Harmon studied Bice. He looked much better today compared to
yesterday. Maybe tomorrow, he’d look better than today. “Dreams asked to be
taken back to the orphanage last night.”


“Why?”


Harmon’s gaze shifted to the glittering pool. “She wouldn’t
say, so I didn’t press her. I have a suspicion she may be intimidated, or even
afraid of Heaven. I’m almost certain.”


Bice leaned close until he was touching the musician’s
elbow. “My God, she’s Heaven’s only friend.”


“I know. That’s why I called Tommy over for a visit, but
Heaven took it all in stride.”


Bice sighed in relief. “That’s good news.”


Harmon gazed at his friend. The man was always there for
him, no matter what kind of mess he’d find himself in from day to day. He didn’t
ask many favors of Bice. But things were different now. He gazed at Heaven
laughing in the pool.


“Bice, get rid of the coins. Sail out to sea as far as you
can, and as soon as you can. Get rid of them.”


Bice gazed at the musician with a knowing look, and smiled. “Consider
it done.”


* * *


Tommy was truly having the best day of his life.


Heaven made him feel alive and important. She didn’t mind he
had no friends at school, other than Ben. She understood why he was shy and
quiet. It didn’t bother her a bit when he admitted he’d never had a date for
the prom, or for that matter, a date for anything.


He embarrassingly told her how the football players found
great joy pounding him on the head with their schoolbooks, or stacking his
locker with unmentionable items. He finally admitted for the first time ever,
that he often woke up sick in the mornings, dreading the thought of going to
school.


She in turn told him about the island, and the terrible
accident which had injured her legs. She also admitted she didn’t know much
about life in the States, but Harmon and Bice were patient and understanding,
and helping her daily.


Tommy felt the skin on his backside suddenly prickle, as if
a blast of cold air had found its way from Antarctica right into Harmon’s
backyard. He realized he was being watched, and turned to look over his
shoulder.


Harmon and Bice were indeed gazing at him a little too
closely. The moment he met their stare, they each turned away. He was a
respectable teenager, and almost an adult. Heaven was in good hands with him.
He turned back to her.


“Heaven, tell me something. I know for a fact your knee was
cut the night I found you. There was blood in my car, and on my dad’s couch.
Did I imagine it all?”


“I don’t remember, Tommy...”


He leaned closer. “I saw your swollen ankle. I understand
the ice might have caused the swelling to go down, but it certainly didn’t make
that cut disappear.”


“Tommy, please…”


“Look, if you’re in trouble, let me help you. The night I
met you, I felt a strange connection to you. I can’t explain it, nor can I
explain why the cut disappeared, but I’m a phone call away if you ever need me.
Promise me you’ll call me before you leap from a wall again.”


“I can’t promise to call you.” She hung her head, and gazed
at her feet through the cellophane ripples of blue water. “I don’t have a
phone.”


“You don’t have a cell phone?”


“No. I wouldn’t know how to use one anyway.” She quickly wiped
a tear away, hoping he wouldn’t notice.


“I’ll be right back. Wait here a moment, all right?”


“All right.”


Tommy climbed from the pool and walked over to Harmon and
Bice.


Harmon smiled as the teenager approached. “What’s up Tommy?”


“Why are you staring at me? Why’d you invite me over if you
don’t trust me?”


Bice glanced at Harmon, then at Tommy. “You know very little
about her, Tommy.”


“I know enough to know I like her. Besides, what is going on
around this place? What on earth drove her to leapt from a wall in the middle
of the night?”


Bice rose from the table. “Harmon, I’ll take him into the
study for a minute, and explain. We’ll be right back.”


Tommy followed Bice through the courtyard, and what seemed
like another half mile up the steps, down a long hall and finally into the
study.


Bice drew back the curtains, watching Heaven at the
poolside. “Tommy, Heaven is not your normal everyday girl.”


“I know this. She’s an orphan, and lost her parents at sea.”


“There’s more.” Bice sighed, and sat down. “Sometimes, she
does things without thinking of the consequences.”


“That doesn’t bother me. She’s my friend, and I like her the
way she is.”


“Sometimes, she does things which are unexplainable. We don’t
yet know or understand her as much as we’d like to at this point.”


A puzzled look crossed Tommy’s face. “What do you mean?”


“There are things about her we’d rather keep private for her
own protection. I hope you understand.”


“What’s the big secret, Bice?”


“We are only trying to protect her.”


Tommy thought a minute. “Why is her cast already off? Didn’t
she break her wrist the night she jumped from the wall?”


Bice glared at the teenager. The boy was asking too many
questions. There were things about Heaven better left unsaid. He stared across
the enormous lawn. In the distance, gulls circled the choppy waves in the
horizon.


“Bice?” Tommy asked. “Why is her cast off? My dad said her
wrist was terrible broken and he ordered a cast put on.”


Bice knew the boy had him. He didn’t want to lie, but he was
left with no choice. He was slowly being backed into a corner, and he didn’t
like it. He’d brought the teenager into the study to set him straight, and now
the boy had turned the tables on him. Damn Harmon, bringing the kid here to
begin with. The teenager was intruding on their privacy, and asking too many
questions.


He finally turned from the window and stared stonily at the
teenager. “It’s best you don’t know why, Tommy. Forget about it. Forget the
accident ever happened. I’m not here to answer your questions. Also, don’t try
to get too close to Heaven. You’ll meet two roadblocks if you do.”


Tommy’s eyes grew wide, as the veins across his throbbing
temples flared and threatened to burst. “I’m her friend. I trust her, and she
trusts me. Maybe you should learn to trust her too. It’s part of life, which
you can’t control. Nor, can you control me.”


“We have our reasons. The less you know about her the better
off you are. Don’t ask questions, because their answers are of no concern to
you.”


“Bice, if you want to do something for Heaven, other than
smother her and run her life, get her a cell phone. At least that way she can
reach out to someone before she takes a flying leap off a wall again.”


He glared at Bice, shaking his head in disdain. He turned on
his heel and stomped out of the study, leaving a speechless man in his wake.


* * *


The café was situated on a busy corner on the outskirts of Los
Angeles.


Patio tables sat under colorful, sweeping umbrellas. The
city hummed with traffic and pedestrians. They dodged about, anxious to meet
their unknown deadlines.


Dr. White sat behind a crisp newspaper, at a lone table the
furthest from the busy café. He struggled to hold the paper in place, fighting
the currents of wind which threatened to rip it away. He gazed at his hands.
Apparently, it wasn’t the wind shaking the paper. It was his nerves.
Exasperated, he plopped the paper down on the table.


“Dr. White?”


“Yes?” He turned around and gazed at the man standing behind
him.


“I’m Dr. Killmore, thanks for agreeing to meet me. I hope
you’re well today.” He offered the aged physician his hand.


“Let’s skip the cordial small talk.” Dr. White grumbled. “What
do you want to know about Heaven?”


Dr. Killmore pulled the opposite chair out, and sat down. He
reached into his pocket, pulled out a video tape and slid it across the table. “This.
Take it home and watch it.”


Dr. White picked up the tape and studied it.


“I’ve got it on tape, Dr. White. Watch her hands glow. My
patient was dead, stone cold dead, until she put her hands on him. He’s alive
and well now, see it for yourself.”


Dr. White smirked at the neatly-dressed physician. “Have you
lost your mind? I only took care of her broken legs. I have no idea what you’re
talking about, besides, she disappeared after that.”


Dr. Killmore leaned in close. “She can heal people, it’s
right here on the tape. This is why your patient never returned for cast
removal, or physical therapy. She’s up and walking as if her legs were never
mangled to begin with. I’m going to find out how she does it. I will harvest
her cells, inject them into my patients and cure every ailment known to
mankind.”


“Have you gone mad? Her guardians will never allow you to
turn her into a guinea pig.”


“Never mind how I’m going to do it. This girl will bring me
to a new medical frontier, unknown to mankind. Think how many people she can
heal. But I need your help with the research.”


“And you have this on video?”


“See it for yourself.”


Dr. White thought a moment as he studied the tape. Suddenly,
his eyes widened. “Count me in. Get the girl one way or other, but don’t screw
up.”


“You can count on it.” Dr. Killmore assured him. “Go home
and watch the tape. It’s something you’ll never again see in your lifetime.”


“What do you plan on doing with her, once you get her?”


“ I’ll take her into Mexico, from there, we’ll leave the
country. They’ll never find us.”


Dr. White clutched the tape until his fingers reddened. “I
better be able to find you, got it? I’ve got the tape now. If you plan on
disappearing, I’ll blow this whole thing wide open. Be sure to stay in touch.”


Without a backward glance he slipped the video into his
jacket pocket, stared long and hard at Dr. Killmore, and quickly ducked away
from the annoying café.


* * *


Tommy returned to the pool and sat beside Heaven.


The sun was setting, its glowing orange mass silently
dipping beneath the waves in the distance. It had been a perfect day, until the
strange conversation with Bice. At least Harmon had sent him enough money for
car repairs. He was anxious to have his car again, and return to work soon.


“What was that all about?” Heaven asked.


“Nothing important. I have something to ask you though.” He
blushed a pale shade of red.


“What is it, Tommy?”


He took her hand and held his breath. “Heaven, would you go
to the prom with me?”


“Prom? What is a prom? Is that like the mall?”


He laughed and brushed a stray lock of hair from her face. “It’s
a school dance, where you wear a beautiful dress, and I buy you flowers.”


“I don’t know how to dance.”


“I’ll teach you.”


She suddenly leapt up, grabbed his hand and pulled him to
the patio table. “Harmon, I’m going to the prom! Hurry, I need a beautiful
dress!”


Bice glared at Tommy. He was tempted to chase the boy back
to the study, and shake some sense into him. Better yet, he’d throw him in the
pool and be done with him for good. The least he could’ve done was ask one of
them first, not spring it on Heaven without their approval. He’d already warned
the boy not to try to get too close to Heaven. It was now obvious the boy would
do as he felt.


“Sounds fun.” Harmon replied. “When is the dance, Tommy?”


Bice whirled around and glared at Harmon. “We need to talk
about this first. Privately.”


“They’ll be fine.” Harmon insisted. “We’ll be their
chaperones. Let them have fun.”


Bice slammed his drink down, glared at Tommy and stormed
back into the house.


* * *


Bice watched through the curtained window as Tommy finally left.


He’d passed the time pacing back and forth in his room,
glancing out the window every few seconds. Harmon was finally making his way
into the mansion with Heaven. He could wait no longer. He raced downstairs
toward the study.


“Have you lost your mind?” He demanded as he stormed into
the room. “The kid is already asking too many questions. Now you’re letting him
take Heaven to the prom?”


“Questions? What kind of questions?”


Bice leaned over the desk and met Harmon eye to eye. “He
noticed her wrist was healed already. And you, you are supporting it by letting
him take her. Do you want her found out Harmon? Do you? Do you know she could
be a threat to national security?”


“No, I don’t Bice, but I can’t keep her from living her
damned life.”


“I understand that, but we have to make a choice. If
something happens, and she does what she did at the hospital, what if someone
else sees it? Did you forget about the child that was dead? There was a
witness!” Angered, Bice slammed his fist on the desk.


“One woman might have seen it. She looked Spanish. Maybe she
won’t be able to explain what happened.”


“There are security cameras in every room at that hospital.
Did you forget how she stuck her face into one and painted it with her
lipstick? They know Harmon, they all know about her by now. What the hell are
we going to do?”


“I don’t know.” Harmon moaned. “I can’t wave a magic wand
and make those security tapes disappear. I can’t snap my fingers and make her
normal. I also can’t drive away a new friend. For God’s sake, Dreams just
bailed out on her.”


“Do you realize there will be a hundred or more kids in that
ballroom at the Prom? If one of them gets hurt, or chokes on the food and dies,
they’ll take her from us Harmon, they’ll take her!”


Harmon was beginning to worry about his manager. The man
looked like he’d step off the edge at any moment. “You’ve got to calm down, and
I know the risk. Again, I will remind you I will not keep her a damned prisoner
here, she needs a life.” Harmon shoved the stack of lyrics in front of him to
the floor, watching as they scattered about like fall leaves caught in a sudden
whirlwind.


Bice ran his hand through his hair and gazed at the ceiling.
“All right Harmon, you win. Let her go to the damned Prom. You better hope and
pray nothing happens to a single person in that room, you better hope lightning
doesn’t strike anyone in the parking lot, because if it does you can kiss
Heaven goodbye.”


He glared at the musician, and stormed out the door.


* * *


Tommy’s hands shook as he knocked on the door of the mansion.


It was prom night, and he hadn’t been able to sleep much the
night before, or all week for that matter. Nervously, he gazed at the corsage he
held. The flowers swayed and quivered despite his firm grip. Petals drifted
loose from the stems, and fell to his feet.


He hoped she liked them. He’d driven all over town,
determined to find the perfect flowers for his new friend. He’d finally settled
on an island bouquet, trimmed with bird of paradise, lilies and white orchids.


The mahogany doors were suddenly swept open. A man whom he
had not seen before, dressed in a fishtailed tuxedo, guided him to the
staircase and quickly evaporated down the dim hall.


“Hello, Tommy.” Bice slapped him on the back, a little too
hard. “You look nice. Heaven will be down any minute.”


“Thank you.” He coughed.


Tommy followed Bice’s gaze toward the glistening mahogany
steps. The vision coming down was beyond his mind’s ability to register, much
less comprehend. He fought the sudden urge to throw the flowers aside, and make
a mad dash out the front door and into the obscurity inside his worn out
vehicle.


She wore a floor length white satin gown. Her golden hair
was swept up in curls, several fell down each side of her face and down her
back.


She glided down the staircase, while Harmon proudly held her
hand. Bonita followed, carrying her matching purse and a stole.


Tommy watched as the angel floated toward him. He suddenly
felt dizzy. Waves of nausea threatened to consume him. They would laugh at him,
and call him a geek when he walked into the ballroom with this…Goddess.


“Hello, Tommy.” Heaven smiled.


“Good evening.” He swept into a rigid bow, and fought to
regain his composure as he stared at his feet. Finally, he inhaled quickly and
righted himself. “You look absolutely stunning. For you.” He handed her the
flowers. They quaked to and fro in his trembling hands.


“Why thank you. Bonita, won’t you put them in a vase for me?”


“No, Heaven,” Harmon whispered, “you wear them.”


“Oh.” She took the corsage and placed it neatly behind her
ear, as she had done with the flowers so many times back on the island. It was
rather large and awkward, but very beautiful indeed. She was forced to hold her
head at an odd angle though, in an attempt to keep it from falling to the
floor.


Bonita quickly rushed to her aid, and slipped the flowers
over her wrist.


“Heaven, I have something for you.” Harmon pulled an object
from his pocket and handed it to Heaven.


“Oh Harmon, a cell phone!” Heaven smiled, and gave him a
hug. “Thank you so much.”


The entourage swept out the door, and into the night.


* * *


Tommy inhaled deeply, as he swept open the double doors which led
into the dancehall. He offered his arm for Heaven to grasp. It was now or
never. The football jocks were probably already lined up inside, waiting to
throw plate after plate of food on him.


The booming music screeched to a halt as the pair strode
down the red carpet. Gasps rippled throughout the crowd. Students rushed
forward, and watched the stunning couple move toward the dance floor.


“Hey, it’s the geek.” A student called out. “He has a date!”


“Look at her dress.” Another girl added. “It’s to die for.”


“Way to go, Tommy.” A football player announced, as he eyed
Heaven with jealousy. “Wished my date looked like her.”


Tommy grinned with pride as they reached the dance floor. He
couldn’t believe it. Not one morsel of food was being thrown in his direction.
Not one foot was stuck out in the aisle in an attempt to trip him. He gazed at
Heaven. The ballroom lights lit up her eyes. She simply glowed.


The music started again. Soon, they were whirling and
gliding effortlessly across the floor, as the lights danced around them. A
crowd of students gathered to watch the beautiful girl and her handsome date
steal the spotlight.


* * *


Dr. Killmore impatiently drummed his fingers on the steering wheel,
waiting in the cover of darkness for the dance to end. His coffee had long ago
grown cold. He tossed the liquid out the window, wadded the cup up and threw it
to the floorboard.


Exhaustion was slowing creeping over him. Preparing the
basement for its new visitor after a hard days work had taken its toll. He
planned on keeping her in there overnight, and after Tommy arrived home and was
sleeping in late in the morning, he’d make his getaway. He’d been up too many
hours to leave the state, much less the country tonight. He stifled a yawn. He
knew he’d need a good night’s sleep for his plans to fall into place.


He raised the binoculars and squinted at the front of the
ballroom. Shaking his head in impatience, he glanced at his watch. It was
nearly midnight. The students would hopefully be coming through the doors any
moment. He was ready. He was more than ready. His fingers tingled in
anticipation.


Tonight would be his only chance. The last few days were
carefully spent planning each detail. The getaway car waited at home, its gas
tank full and the backseat packed with his luggage. The new passports were
carefully tucked into its glove box. Dr. White has seen the video, and was too
eager to meet up with him once they were safely out of the country.


A detailed note sat in wait on the kitchen counter, as well
as his credit cards and a large sum of cash. Things at home would be taken care
of for a long time, until it was safe for him to return. When he did return, he’d
be a hero.


He eased back on the seat, yawned again and waited.


* * *


Tommy and Heaven strolled to the refreshment area. A group of
teenagers followed them, leaving them little room to breathe.


Bice and Harmon hung back against the wall, silently
watching the pair. Harmon elbowed his nervous assistant. “See, no one has
dropped dead. Everything is going to be all right.”


“The night is not over yet.” Bice took a long drink from his
soda. “Far from over.”


Soon, a teacher walked up to the stage and was handed a
microphone. “I’d like to make an announcement, please.” All eyes soon focused
on her, as a sweeping wave of silence filtered throughout the dance hall. “The
King and Queen for this year’s prom are-drum roll please-Tommy and Heaven!”


A burning heat crept up Tommy’s face. His heart pounded as
he gazed at the crowd watching them, and clapping. The dull roar soon
evaporated into silence, but their hands were still moving. This must be a
trick. An elaborate hoax the football players had meticulously planned.


He gazed at Heaven. Afraid to exhale, he held his breath in
fear of breaking the trance he must be in. Her aquamarine eyes were filled with
excitement, as she stared at the sparkling crowns. He slowly let the air slip
from his lungs, and followed her stare.


The teacher was motioning them to come forward. Her arm
moved back and forth in slow motion, beckoning him to come claim his crown. The
roar of the crowd would surely shatter the crystal chandelier above the dance
floor at any moment.


He stumbled toward the stage in a dream like haze, all the
while waiting to awaken from what surely must be the mother lode of all dreams.


* * *


After the dance, Heaven and Tommy stood out front as students and
teachers lined up to congratulate them. Harmon and Hawk disappeared behind the
gymnasium to bring the car around.


Students drifted by, slapping Tommy on the back or admiring
Heaven’s dress. He beamed proudly as he held her hand tightly. His geekness
seemed to be quickly dissipating. He couldn’t wait for school Monday, to revel
in the limelight once more.


He gazed at his beautiful date. The Prom Queen tiara in her
hair twinkled and glowed in the city lights, casting prisms of color onto her
satin gown. He looked forward to walking into school with pride, his head up
and his chest out. He was a new man in the course of a few hours.


He reached up and felt the crown on his head, still
unbelieving he’d been named King. He would be afraid to go to bed later, for
fear he’d wake up and find the evening was merely a fairytale. He’d sleep in
the crown, that way when he woke he would know it was real. No one had ever
paid the least bit of attention to him in school, except to tease him. Now
overnight, he was almost a semi-celebrity.


The crowd around them finally dissipated, leaving them alone
on the sidewalk.


“Miss Prom Queen, thank you for the best night of my life.”


“Thank you, Mr. Prom King. I can’t wait to see you again.”


He watched as she reached up and gently touched the
sparkling tiara. Her eyes glowed as she smiled at him. A beam of headlights
crossed her face, lighting up the crown as it sparkled iridescent beams across
her dress.


“Here’s our car. May I?” He took her hand, swept into a deep
bow and guided her to the curb.


“My pleasure.”


The dark car pulled alongside them, and Tommy guided his
lovely date to the door. A man stepped out, but something was wrong with his
face. It had something dark over it, perhaps a mask or paint.


Before he realized it wasn’t Hawk or Harmon, the man grabbed
Heaven from his arms, and threw her into the car. He leapt in behind her in
only seconds, and careened away into the darkness.


Tommy picked up Heaven’s spinning tiara, gazed at the
taillights as they faded into the night and screamed.
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Tommy raced after the dark car, still clutching Heaven’s crown. He
powered down the center of the street and screamed. Jagged tears blew across
his cheeks, only to dissolve in the onslaught of wind.


Cars veered to miss him, the sound of screeching brakes
filled the night air. Other vehicles were forced into a skid, crossing into
opposite lanes in an attempt to avoid a deadly collision with the boy.


The smell of smoking rubber forced its way into his lungs,
threatening to choke him. A car was coming directly at him. It skidded away,
but the out of control vehicle spun around with a screech. It slid into him and
knocked him to the pavement.


He grasped the fender, pulled himself up and burst after the
dark car again. He charged down the street, block after block as motorists
shouted at him. Ignoring their obscenities he raced on, gasping for breath as
he churned down the black asphalt.


Finally, he could run no more. He stood in the center of the
street, struggling to pull air into his tortured lungs, as burning tears fell.


“Tommy!” Bice caught up to the boy and pulled the hysterical
teenager to the safety of the curb. Tommy struggled against him violently, and
tried again to give chase.


“Tommy, what happened?” Bice gazed in horror at the boy,
attempting to hold hi steady. “Tommy, calm down. Talk to me, tell me what
happened.”


“A man…” Tommy moaned. “A man with something over his face…”


“Tell me now!”


“We thought it was our car…”


“Tell me!”


“He pulled her from the curb…away from me…he threw her into
the car…Oh God…we thought it was Harmon and Hawk.”


Screeching tires drowned out the boys cries. Bice leapt up,
and pulled Tommy out of the way once again. A dark car was rushing toward them
at such a deadly speed, it would certainly fly over the curb and run them down.
At the last moment, it slid to a stop only inches from the stricken pair. Hawk
and Harmon burst from the vehicle, and raced toward them.


“Where is she?” Harmon cried. “Where is Heaven?”


“Someone took her.” Bice still clutched the hysterical
teenager. “Call the police!”


* * *


Heaven opened her eyes, and gazed at the unfamiliar surroundings.


She was in a small room, void of any furniture except the
bed which she lay upon. She quickly leapt from it, and staggered across the
room.


She walked around the small area, immediately noticing a
smell of dampness. The air was musty and old, as if the room hadn’t been opened
in years. A small beam of light from a corner caught her eye. Many pieces of
wood had been nailed across the only window.


She gazed at the ceiling. Large beams crisscrossed above,
apparently holding up a house.


She carefully lifted her gown and walked with determination
toward the door. She tried the knob, but it held fast.


Anger grew from deep within her, threatening to spin out of
control as it had never done before. She’d never lost her temper in as many
years as she could remember. But, this was ridiculous. How dare anyone destroy
what might have been the most memorable night of her life.


What fool could possibly think he could keep Heaven, newly
crowned Prom Queen, hostage? She suddenly remembered, as she reached for the
top of her head.


It was gone. Her tiara was gone.


She bristled in anger as she gazed at the locked door. No
one, absolutely no one, would take her tiara and live to see the morning light.


Not only was her crown missing, but she knew she was about
to ruin her new dress. She’d have no choice if she wanted to escape. She was
certain there were no accommodations within the hellish prison which would
enable her to dash into a closet for a quick change of clothes.


She’d tried learn patience in the short time she lived at
Harmon’s estate. She felt she’d done a pretty good job. Well, most of the time.
But there were circumstances which she felt she should be allowed to loose her
temper. This was certainly one.


She backed slowly away from the door. She stared at it
several moments, sizing it up carefully. Finally, she ran at it with intense
anger and leapt at it with every ounce of strength she could manage.


Her legs plunged through the door, shattering the wood into
a million splinters. She hit the floor and recoiled in horror as she glanced at
her legs. Fighting stinging tears, she studied the damage she’d inflicted upon
herself in her moment of rage. She’d torn her lovely dress and broken her heel.


In a blind fury, she reached through the hole in the wood
and quickly unlocked the door.


A dimly lit staircase lay before her, dabbles of yellow
lights flickered from above. A long corridor beyond the landing seemed to lead
to the main house. She could only hope whomever had the bad sense to treat her
this way was fully prepared to face her wrath.


She kicked off her broken shoes and stormed up the stairs.
She would find the person who had dared wreck her Prom, and caused her to ruin
her new one-of-a kind designer gown.


* * *


Harmon, Bice and Hawk arrived home in silence. They’d followed
Tommy home, and made sure the boy would be all right. But he was far from it.
The teenager was devastated.


Bice closed the door to his suite. He laid on his bed in a
stupor for what seemed like hours. He closed his eyes and thought of Heaven. He
never realized when he started caring about her. But somewhere along the line,
he had. She’d stolen his heart as she’d stolen Harmon’s.


Harmon wasn’t faring well in Heaven’s absence. He could hear
the singer in his suite across the hall, intermittently wailing and throwing
things. A cry floated across the hall, followed by a loud crash as the musician
tossed another piece of furniture out the window. Bice glanced at his watch. At
this rate, Harmon’s suite should be near empty by now.


He’d tried to console the musician, but was greeted instead
by a wild-eyed lunatic who held a rather large stereo speaker raised above his
head, its tangle of wires dangling to the floor. He made a beeline right back
out, the moment before the speaker crashed into the back of the door.


Heaven’s temper paled in comparison to Harmon’s outburst.
Her air of innocence in the stale household was refreshing. The mansion had
never heard the ring of teenage laughter until now. She’d gallantly learned as
much as she could about the things she’d missed out on, in the short time she
occupied the estate.


She’d made unbelieving fools of them all by bringing their
fates to a screeching halt. By all intents and purposes, he knew he’d have been
dead at this very moment. Especially if Harmon had hit him with the speaker.


He thought of his brother. God, how he missed the boy.
Stinging tears fell from his eyes to the pillow below. The vision of Heaven’s
aquamarine eyes burned in his mind. She was crying out, begging him to come
help her. As his brother had that fateful day.


He stared at the phone. He’d ring Bonita to bring up a case
of beer and drown in his sorrows. His life’s mistake. The blasted nagging beer
which would succumb to nothing.


The worthless can of hell. How he wished he’d never set eyes
on the golden liquid of death when he was a teenager.


He found himself in front of the bedroom window, never
realizing he’d slipped out of bed. If he must, he’d stand there all night,
until traces of morning light could be seen in the horizon.


* * *


Heaven quietly ascended the staircase.


Following the only light down the long hallway, she peered
around the corner into the kitchen. A man wearing a white smock was sitting at
the kitchen table, his back to her. A steaming cup of coffee sat nearby. He
appeared to be writing a note. On the far counter, a stack of money sat neatly.


She silently walked up behind him and stared fire into the
back of his head. She watched his shoulders rise and fall quietly, oblivious as
to what lie in wait behind. He sipped his coffee, and gazed out the window.


She would wait no more. Patience was not a virtue of hers,
she was not about to learn it now. She tapped the big man on the shoulder.


He froze in place and eased the paper down as if it were
made of crawling insects. He stood up, hesitated momentarily and slowly turned
around.


Heaven stared at the man, her eyes ablaze. “Where the hell
is my Prom Queen tiara?”


“ How did you get out?” He stood tall and rigid, but a
single bead of sweat materialized on his forehead as he stared incredulously at
her.


“It’s you!” She slowly backed away from him. “The doctor
from the hospital, Dr. Killpeople.”


“Dr. Killmore.” He waggled his finger at her, and
puffed up in a menacing way.


She wasn’t fooled. She wriggled her hand under his nose. The
moment he stared at it, with the swiftness of a snake she slapped him. He
lurched back in surprise, and rubbed his stinging cheek. Obviously angered, he
slowly moved toward her.


“Come to me. Let’s get you back where you belong.”


“Look what you’ve done to my dress, you moron!” She stuck
her leg toward him, and pointed at the large rip down the side. The moment his
gaze fell upon it, she kicked him in the groin.


He cried out in anguish, the color slowly draining from his
face. He staggered backward, clutched himself and grasped the table until his
knuckles whitened. He struggled several moments to regain his composure.


“You won’t need a pretty dress like that, now come to me.”


He moved toward her again. Slowly, he backed her into the
corner of the kitchen. He reached out for her, his hand moving straight toward
her neck.


She had no where to go. His towering figure seemed
impenetrable. She gazed around hopelessly, her back pressed to the wall. She
was trapped. She had no choice. In a blind fury, she leapt at him.


* * *


“Dad, I’m home!” Tommy cried from the doorway. “Something awful
happened!”


He’d cried until his head throbbed. Heaven’s tiara was still
clutched in his palm, Harmon had been unable to wrench it from him.


“Dad? Where are you?”


A deafening crash reverberated from the kitchen. He froze in
place, fearing a prowler was in their home. Shaking, he slipped quietly toward
the hall closet. Easing the door open in silence, he grabbed his baseball bat
and raced down the hallway toward the source of the noise. He burst through the
door with the weapon raised high in the air.


“Dad?” He skidded into the kitchen, the bat swinging wildly
over his head. The wooden weapon quickly crashed to the floor, as he set eyes
on the scene before him.


Heaven was on top of his father, who’d obviously been
knocked to the floor. Perhaps she’d be Heaven Killmore one day. Fancy that, his
future wife beating the hell out of his own dad. It would surely be a doomed
union.


She’d come downstairs for breakfast after the wedding. His
dad would stare at her and sneer, and she’d slap him. His coffee cup would be
thrown from his hand and shatter on the cold tile. He wondered if there was
such a thing as father-in-law abuse. His dad would surely be the first case in
the whole state, perhaps the whole country.


He shook his head free of the impossible thought, and tried
to focus on the soap opera before him. Heaven sat atop his father, a man who
was the pinnacle of society and the poster-boy for health and fitness.


Her legs held his arms pinned against his sides. She raised
her arm into the air and swung her hand across his face. The physician could
only flail his legs helplessly, and cry out as she dealt him one blow after
another.


“Where is it?” She demanded. “Where is my Prom Queen tiara?”


“I don’t know.” The physician moaned, and tried in vain to
squirm free. “I swear to you, I don’t know.”


She slapped him again. “What about my dress? You’ve ruined
my Prom.”


Tommy stepped alongside her. “Here’s your tiara. You dropped
it when you were pulled into that car.” He took the tiara from around his arm,
and handed it to her with a smile.


Heaven blushed at the handsome teenager. “Oh Tommy, thank
you.”


“And for you, Dr. Killmonster, this is for you.” She slapped
him again.


“Get her off me, Tommy!” The man’s face was bruised, and his
eye was beginning to swell shut. A faint line of blood trickled down his nose. “She
is crazy. Their whole family is crazy!”


“What’s going on Dad? Why is Heaven here?”


“He’s the one who took me, Tommy. He’s the reason I lost my
tiara, and look at the mess he made of my dress.”


“Why, Dad?”


“Yeah, why?” Heaven ‘s hand rose high into the air once
again.


“To study her, Tommy. To find out why her wrist healed so
quickly, and why a dead child at the hospital is suddenly walking and talking
after she left his room.” He wriggled in vain beneath the girl. “Now please
son, get her off me and get me some ice!”


“Come on, Heaven.” Tommy held his hand out to his angered
friend.


Heaven raised her hand once more, threatening to slap the
physician a final time. He cowered away, wincing in fright. She finally rose
from his chest, but unable to help herself, she kicked him in the leg.


“My leg, she broke my leg!” The man cried in anguish, as he
rolled across the floor away from the madness. “She’s a freak, an Adam’s family
freak!”


“You had it coming, dad.” Tommy gazed scornfully at his
battered father. “Come on Heaven, lets get you home.”


He carefully placed the Prom Queen tiara back on her head,
swept her into his arms and carried her out the door.


“Oh, Tommy, you’re my Prince.” She whispered, batting her
eyes at the handsome teenager.


“King.” He smiled. “Prom King.”


* * *


Bice stood in his suite, gazing out the window.


Without warning, a beam of yellow flashed across the lawn.
His blood ran cold as he watched a car stop at the gate house, and enter the
circular drive. It was probably a cop, coming to tell them Heaven had been
found dead in a ditch.


Although the house was cool, beads of sweat began to trickle
down his neck as he watched the vehicle come to a stop in front of the mansion.


He rushed from his room and pounded on Harmon’s door as he
passed, not waiting for a response. He raced downstairs and flung open the
double doors. He braced himself against the frame, waiting for the bad news.


“Bice!” Heaven flung herself into his arms, but reconsidered
and gazed at him somberly. “Oh Bice, tell me why a pile of furniture is on the
lawn? Please tell me you haven’t packed my things?”


“Heaven!” He grabbed her and held her tightly, fighting back
a mist of embarrassing tears. The girl he loved to hate was no more. Never
again would he call her a freak. “Heaven, I thought you were dead. Never mind
about the furniture.”


“She’s fine.” Tommy explained. “But she’s kind of upset.”


Bice stared at the boy. The brief taste of melancholy he’d
felt rapidly disappeared as reality came to call. “What happened? Who took her?”


Tommy’s eyes fell to the floor. “My dad. He planned to make
her into a science project. He said something about her wrist healing too
quickly.”


Tear’s filled Heaven’s eyes, as she gazed at Bice. “He
ruined my dress.”


“Where is this guy?” Bice grabbed Tommy by the shoulders. “I’ll
kill him for taking her!”


Tommy staggered backward from Bice’s grip. “I think Heaven
has taken care of it. She slapped him for ruining the night, and for causing
her to loose her tiara.”


“Heaven?” Harmon stood on top of the staircase, gazing in
disbelief at her.


He rushed downstairs too quickly, and stumbled. He righted
himself, smoothed his hair and straightened his shirt, attempting to regain his
celebrity composure.


His composure was short lived. He dropped to her feet,
grasped her ankles and hugged them tightly. “My girl, I thought you were gone
forever.”


“Harmon, do you mind?” Heaven gazed at the stricken
musician, and blushed with embarrassment. “We have company. Tommy and I are
starving.”


“ I’ll ring Bonita to come and fix you both something.” He
righted himself once more, and gazed at her. “I thought the worst.”


“We’re fine.” She smiled sweetly at her troubled guardian. “We’ll
fix something for ourselves, please don’t bother Bonita.” She took Tommy by the
arm, and led him down the long hall.


Bice and Harmon watched the pair walk arm in arm down the
dim corridor. They both still wore their prom crowns, as if nothing had
happened.


“Bice,” Harmon finally spoke. “I think they are in love.”


“I know nothing of love. What will we do?”


“Read a book?” Harmon shook his head in disbelief, as he
watched the pair disappear from sight. “Or take a class?”


“Never mind.” Bice suddenly snapped back to reality. “I have
a score to settle with Dr. Killmore.”


Before Harmon could react, Bice plunged through the front
doors and into the darkness. He watched in horror as the raging man rushed
across the courtyard, and disappeared into the garage.


Harmon raced after him. He’d never seen him loose his
temper. He rarely, if ever even swatted a fly. “Let the police handle him. Don’t
do this, Bice!”


Harmon reached the garage too late. He stood helplessly
watching as the roar of a car came to life. Yellowed lights snapped on,
illuminating dancing shadows in the garage.


Bice’s face came into view as the beam ricocheted across
him.


Harmon gasped. He was suddenly unable to shout out to the
man, unable to move and unable to react. Many faces he’d seen in his world
travels. Many he remembered, but most he forgot.


This face was different. A face which would certainly remain
forever frozen in his mind, along with the wadded up lyrics and ruined ball
point pen.


He was gazing at the face of a madman.


Bice slammed the accelerator to the floor. The wheels spun
in protest to their sudden demand, and finally burst into the night.


He gazed through the windshield, but something was wrong.
Tiny yellow dots littered the glass. Crumbled carcasses of bugs covered it. He
yelped in surprise. The termites were coming. Oh God no, not now. He stifled a
cry as his eyes glazed over. He couldn’t loose control, he’d wind up in a
ditch. Like the night in Philadelphia. The night the lights went out in Philly,
and the monster came knocking.


He was suddenly twenty years old again. He wove around curve
after curve along the back streets of the city. He chugged down another beer,
and tossed the can into the back seat. He was drunk at the wheel. The car
veered and swayed, but he was too inebriated to care.


If he could only turn the car at the next fork, he could
bring his brother back as he once was. He wouldn’t have run off the hill and
plunged into someone’s house. But the car was on the road to hell, and he was
helpless to stop it. Try as he might he couldn’t pull the steering wheel the
opposite direction. It was frozen in place.


A sound next to him caught his attention. He gazed at his
little brother riding shotgun. Twelve years old and a long future to look
forward to. Until the night he’d climbed into the car with his big brother.
Wide eyed and horror stricken he’d gazed straight ahead, as the car drove
faster and faster and faster still, trying to beat time itself.


He glanced at his watch. He must get to the beer store
before they closed. He promised his mother he’d watch the boy that night. He
couldn’t leave him behind, so together they jumped into the car and drove
straight into the portal to hell.


His brother used to love to go on car rides with him.
Sometimes, he even let the boy hold the wheel. But tonight was different. He
had to have that last damned six-pack.


His eyes held his brother’s gaze too long. He cried out as
the car left the road, went airborne and plunged down the hillside. A scream
erupted beside him, but he couldn’t look. He fought the steering wheel, but it
was no use. The damned fork, if he’d only veered the other way.


He woke up hanging through the windshield in an abandoned
house. His car had exploded through the living room, leaving him covered in
splinters of wood. Termites covered the wood. Termites covered him.


The wreck unearthed thousands upon thousands of them. He screamed
again, and slapped the bugs away. It was useless, there were too many. They
were crawling into his ears, his eyes and into his mouth.


He screamed and scratched the insects from his face. He
grasped the hood, and pulled himself from the windshield. He rolled off the car
and lay gasping for breath near a pulverized coffee table. But the bugs were
everywhere. They were consuming him, eating him alive. They’d come straight
from hell, and had one thing on their mind. Devouring every inch of his
inebriated flesh.


He lay in a daze for what seemed hours. The sounds of the
night drifted through the smoky haze and dust. The chirp of a cricket, the cry
of an owl. But one sound was missing.


Through the blinding headlights, he squinted at the
windshield. A length of wood had penetrated the passenger side.


His brother wouldn’t come home from the store that night. As
a matter of fact, he wouldn’t come home for the next nine months. He laid in a
coma near death for what seemed an eternity, until one day he finally woke.


The damage was done. The boy’s neck was broken, leaving him
paralyzed. He would spend the rest of his days in a wheelchair, courtesy of his
big brother’s drinking.


His mother called him a monster that night, drove him from
the house and never spoke to him again.


* * *
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Harmon stared after the car as it roared away.


The acrid smell of smoldering rubber permeated the night,
threatening to overcome him. His legs suddenly turned to stone. Try as he
might, he could not engage them into movement.


He staggered backward from the distant taillights. The
bottom step of the porch caught him across the heel, and threw him onto the
steps. Once again, he righted himself and raced into the darkened house.


He leapt upstairs and pounded on his bodyguard’s door. “Hawk,
wake up!”


“What is it?”


“Heaven is back home, and Bice has gone after Dr. Killmore.
He’s the one who took her.”


He could hear the big man stumbling around inside.
Apparently, the brute tripped over something, as a jumbled string of
obscenities floated through the thick wood. A light snapped on from within,
soon its golden embers filtered under the door.


Hawk threw open the door. “Did you bring donuts?”


“Are you crazy?” Harmon’s eyes teetered on the brink of
certain self-destruction and eventual evaporation. “Go get Bice before he does
something he regrets.”


“All right, but I want them with sprinkles.”


“Yes, with sprinkles. Now for crying out loud, go get him!”


* * *


Bice gazed at the two story house looming in the darkness.


It was well off the road, surrounded by a solid wall of oak
trees. Apparently, the quack had an obsession for privacy. He gazed at the
fortress. Flower beds lined the perimeter of the home, and a large fountain
straddled the expansive lawn.


He turned the engine off, letting the car coast silently
into the driveway. It came to rest under a canopy of fruit trees. The night was
silent, other than an invisible whippoorwill which called from the darkness.


He quietly slid out and sized up the large home. A fresh
layer of fog oozed across the lawn as he squinted into the mist. Not a single
light burned in any of the many windows. It seemed as if no one were even home.


He studied the house a moment more, and finally stormed
across the front lawn and up the porch steps. The window panes rattled against
his incessant banging on the door. He banged on the door harder and harder,
until his knuckles threatened to explode. Minutes passed, which escalated his
anger even more. The inhabitant within refused to answer. If the house even
contained an inhabitant.


He pounded again until the throbbing sound reverberated
throughout the porch. The big home remained silent. He pressed his ear to the
mahogany door, but could hear nothing within. He carefully laid his hand upon
the doorknob and turned it. It was locked. Apparently the monster had already
gone to bed.


He stepped back onto the lawn, and gazed at the windows of
the upper floor. To the left of the house, a window now burned a single light.
A light which he knew hadn’t been on before. He walked toward the yellow beam,
watching it glow amber across the foggy lawn.


He gazed at the window, breaking the silence of the once
peaceful evening. “Come out here, Dr. Killmore. We have a score to settle!”


The room remained quiet. Nothing moved behind the curtains,
only the dim light burning silently within. His patience was long gone. He
stormed around the corner of the house, and groped behind the shrubs. Finding
what he needed, he stomped back to the lit window.


He ran at the window and launched the brick into the air. It
arced upward into the fog, disappeared for a moment and re-entered his view as
it crashed through the pane. The sound of shattering glass echoed across lawn.


“Get out here, I know you’re in there!”


Movement behind the billowing curtains caught his attention.
At last, the physician materialized in the gloom. He watched in horror as the
man yanked the curtains back, thrust his head out the window and aimed a large
gun carefully at him.


* * *


Harmon walked into the kitchen.


He could put it off no longer, he desperately needed to talk
to Heaven. As late as it was, he knew there would be no sleep tonight. Too many
unanswered question loomed in the horizon.


Hawk was speeding into the night in search of Bice. What he
hoped to discuss with Heaven, was a subject never before discussed between
them, nor anyone for that matter.


Her secret had been swept under the rug for too long. Now it
was out.


He gazed at the happy pair sitting at the bar eating
sandwiches, seemingly in the middle of a lengthy conversation. Neither noticed
him as he walked in. He helped himself to a beer, and took a long drink. His
eyes never left the teenagers.


“Heaven, I need to talk to you alone. Please tell your guest
goodnight.”


“I was saying goodnight, Mr. Steele.” Tommy replied. “Thanks
for a wonderful evening Heaven. I’ll call you tomorrow.”


Soon he was out the door and heading toward his car. Harmon
watched through the window silently, as the taillights slowly disappeared down
the long drive. He could see the glittering crown still on the boys head,
casting rainbow prisms inside the darkened vehicle.


He pulled up a chair next to Heaven. Absentmindedly, he
wiped their crumbs from the late night snack into meaningless designs. He
finally gazed at her. “Heaven, your secret is out. Now you could be in even
more danger than you were tonight.” He sifted the remaining crumbs into a
miniature pyramid.


“What secret?”


He gazed at her. She smiled at him so innocently, her golden
tiara still sparkling in her matching hair. Tonight, she’d shown she could take
care of herself in danger. Yet everywhere she went, she would always be a
target. Sooner or later someone would figure her out. She was a living,
breathing target. Perhaps a threat to national security itself, if she were to
fall into the wrong hands.


He sighed. “The child at the hospital. You brought him back.
Now Dr. Killmore knows, and I’m afraid he will expose you.”


“So?”


“Tell me how you do it, I must know.”


“Do what?”


“You know…heal people. You healed your own wrist,
your legs and that boy who was dead. Come on, it was obvious when we found you
in his room.”


She stared at the counter, suddenly looking tired. Tired and
alone, with an edge of fear slowing creeping into her thoughts and casting
shadows across her eyes. “I don’t know. I’ve told you this all along. If the
dead person were meant to do great things, somehow I know and can bring them
back.”


“You don’t know how you do it, but you do it when it strikes
you?”


“No. I can’t bring them back because I want to. If they are
a good person, or an innocent child, it seems I can do it. I would never
willingly try to bring an evil person back.”


“Somehow you know who to bring back?”


“Even if a good person or someone pure of heart such as a
child, has gone to the other side, I can’t bring them back if they’ve been gone
too long.”


“Gone too long? What do you mean?” His eyes burned, and he
knew he was moments away from crossing the finish line to complete exhaustion.


“If they are dead too long, I can’t help them. No matter
what great things they were meant to accomplish.”


Harmon’s chin began to tremble. He’d never come close to
getting this much information in the short time she’d lived at the estate. “How
long, Heaven? How long do you have before they are gone forever?”


“I don’t know. I just don’t know.”


“How do you do it?”


“I wish I had more answers for you. “ She shook her head in
resignation. “Somehow, someway, a feeling overcomes me. After that, I remember
nothing.”


“Do you realize the risk? Each time you bring someone back,
they’ll talk. Someone will see or hear too much.”


“Risk?” She gazed deep into his eyes. “It’s about a life,
not about risks. If they have an unfulfilled purpose, they will come back. I
can’t let a person die who was destined to do great things.”


He took a slow, deliberate drink from his beer and thought
for a moment. “You’re changing the future, Heaven.”


“Only in a good way. Maybe, there are not enough good people
left out there in your big world. Don’t you see?”


“Someone will always try to take you away. Is this what you
want? You did a good thing for the child at the hospital, but you’re putting
your own future in danger.”


He watched her as she gazed at her wrist. Perfect and
slender, her skin satin smooth, showing no signs of the disfigurement she’d
suffered only two days ago. She said nothing, but was apparently deep in
thought, as if a distant memory was tickling the back of her mind.


He finally broke the silence. “How did you heal your wrist?”


She stared at her arm and chuckled. “Sleeping, I guess. I
didn’t even know it was healed, until the nurse took the new cast off almost as
quickly as she put it on.”


He laid his hand across hers. “I don’t want anything to
happen to you, Heaven. The incident tonight only solidifies how much I care
about you, as I would if you were my own sister.”


She smiled. “Tommy and I had a good laugh about you wrapping
yourself around my ankles.”


“You’ve come a long way from the spiteful thing you were
only a few days ago.”


“I try. Why have you never married, will no one have you?”


He laughed, and finished off his drink. “Because I may wind
up with a daughter like you.”


“Talk to the hand.” The moment he stared at it, she
playfully smacked him across the head.


He gazed at the counter and studied the tiny chips of
seashell scattered beneath the glaze. Glowing prisms of color shone brightly,
but they were forever entombed within the cold resin. He brushed his finger
across the shells, yet he already knew he would not feel them.


The shells were like Heaven. She’d wind up a prisoner from
the crazies in the world, someone who’d need protection from those who wanted
to exploit her. In the wrong hands she cold be forced to bring evil, dangerous
people back to life. He shuddered at the thought.


She gazed at him and smiled. “Harmon? Mind if I go to bed? I’m
really tired.”


“Sure, goodnight.” He looked up to smile at her, but his
smile froze in unbelievable horror. The instant he laid eyes upon her, an
unseen demonic force flung her backwards off of the barstool. It was as if she’d
been struck in the chest. The blow hurtled her through midair like a rag doll
tossed from a car window. She was no longer earthbound, she was a feather
caught in a wild gale spinning madly away.


He heard himself screaming, but his mouth never opened. He
leapt from the chair after her and slid on his knees across the slick floor,
hoping to catch her before her skull cracked open on the unforgiving tiles.


He landed face first, thrust his arms out and stopped her
head the moment before it shattered into a million bone fragments. As a broken
egg might have, sizzling into oblivion in an over heated frying pan.


“Heaven? For the love of God, are you all right?”


Her blank eyes gazed at him, but she did not see him. She
stared beyond him, out the window deep into the night sky. She watched the
stars swirl and spin, weaving their story to her in cosmic dust from a million
galaxies away. She blinked with sudden realization, finally understanding their
cryptic message.


She gasped, and choked back a sob. “He’s dead Harmon. Bice is
dead. Take me to him, now!”


“What do you mean? What the hell happened to you?”


She sat up, and grabbed him by the collar. Her eyes were
enormous orbs. “Dr. Killmore shot him, shot him dead. Take me to him, now!”


* * *


Tommy drove home smiling, thinking of his wonderful evening. Well,
almost wonderful until his dad screwed it up.


Heaven had taken it all in stride though. Plus, he wasn’t
worried his dad would ever pull a stunt like that again. The fear in his father’s
eyes was obvious as Heaven repeatedly slapped him. Not because he abducted her,
but because he’d caused her to loose her tiara. She sure knew how to take care
of herself. He once again touched the crown on his head.


He couldn’t wait for school Monday. Maybe if the football
jocks kept being nice to him, he could play on the team one day. Or maybe, he’d
run for student body president.


His thoughts were interrupted by the unmistakable sputtering
and coughing of his car’s engine. He pressed the accelerator down, urging it
on. The car responded with another cough, and a final sigh.


He studied the gas gage which now glowed bright red. He was
out of gas. He realized he’d forgotten to get fuel, in his excitement to pick
Heaven up for the dance.


He pounded the steering wheel and sighed, as the car coasted
to a sputtering stop. He glanced at his watch. It was three in the morning. He
didn’t dare call his dad and wake him. Not to mention, the man probably didn’t
feel very well at the moment.


He stepped out of the car, and rummaged in the trunk for a
gas can. He soon found what he needed, and stomped off into the darkness.


* * *


Hawk heard the unmistakable sound of gunfire the moment he stepped
out of his car.


He had no doubt of the sound, his career as a bodyguard had
taken him to many seedy places. He’d once protected those who were on the wrong
side of the law. But that was years ago. He’d moved up since then, protecting
the rich and famous from fans, not pissed off drug dealers.


He walked from behind the driveway trees, and crossed the
front lawn. He quickly came to a stop as a realization washed over him. His
skin pricked to the core. He was being watched. He gazed at the quiet house. It
was too dark to clearly see it, much less a person who might be lurking in the
fog.


He moved back to the shelter of the trees and quickly
stepped from tree to tree, watching the silent house for any sign of life. He
wondered if the gunfire had indeed come from within the dwelling. There was
certainly no one outside to be seen.


He came upon Bice’s car at the top of the drive, and peered
inside. The keys still hung silently in the ignition, silently waiting for the
return of their owner. He walked to the front of the car, and felt the engine
hood. The car was still warm, apparently he hadn’t been at the physician’s
house long. He gazed around again, but Bice was nowhere to be seen. The estate
was chillingly quiet. Unnaturally quiet.


He’d grown up on the streets, run with gangs, fought for his
territory and stared into the face of death more than once. He’d stolen food to
bring home to his mother and sister, often ducking from flying bullets shot by
angered grocers.


He could feel it in his bones. Something was wrong. The
sound of the gunfire must have come from the house itself, not beyond it, nor
from a nearby gang. If Bice were in that house, there would be lights on. The
porch light would certainly be on, or maybe the front hallway would be lit up
and perhaps a nearby room.


He was close enough to hear shouting, or at least loud
voices if Bice were inside. But the house on the hill stood silently dark, as
if a black canvas had enveloped it, hiding the evil within.


He gazed from behind the tree again, squinting deep into the
darkness. Toward the left of the home, he spotted what appeared to be an odd
lawn statue. He stepped from behind the tree, carefully watching the home for
any signs of movement.


He studied the object on the lawn, daring to take a few
steps toward it. He ducked low and crawled silently through the grass. He’d use
the object for cover, which would enable him to scour the area behind the dark
home. Gasping for breath, he finally reached the object and ducked behind it.


He immediately recoiled in horror. It wasn’t a lawn chair,
nor a fountain. Not a statue, not anything other than a body. He fought for his
breath, and turned the lifeless form over.


“Bice?” He jerked his hand back as if he’d been stung by a
swarm of angry wasps. In the gloom, he could see something black was dripping
from his hand. Warm, sticky and black. He gazed closely at the substance. He
cried out in horror. His hand was covered in blood.


“Bice!”


The man laid still. His eyes stared back at Hawk, their
empty depths reflected by the moonlight, shining white against the darkness
behind them. Blood covered the front of his chest, dripped down his side and
slowly spread across the black grass beneath.


Hawk choked back a sob as he realized his friend was dead.
He hadn’t cried since he was a child, the day they told him his daddy had died.
His salty tears fought for release. But he could not cry, he would not cry, for
God’s sake he was a grown man, he was a bodyguard of the rich and famous.


But the tears came anyway. He lay on the lawn and sobbed,
oblivious of any danger which may still lurk. He no longer cared. He finally
rubbed the burning tears away, and gazed at his friend’s silent body.


He knew what he must do. He lifted Bice’s arms, and grasped
him around his chest. He gently drug his lifeless body across the lawn, toward
the cover of the trees. He would not leave his friend alone and sprawled out on
a lawn as a macabre ornament. This is not how Bice would go down. The man would
get the dignity and respect he deserved. He was not some forgotten object cast
aside to rust as the seasons came and went. He was a damned good man.


He was halfway across the lawn when he heard the sound of
rustling leaves in the distance. He froze in place, caught between panes of a
fading dream and reality. He fought to wake from what surely must be a
nightmare, trying to squint through the darkness.


A darkened figure was walking out of the death fog toward
him, with planned purpose and determination.


He was carrying a rifle.


* * *


Harmon ran to his car, pulling the sobbing girl behind him.


He flung open the passenger door, and shoved her in. He didn’t
like the idea of her being in the front seat of his car, but there was little
choice. If something started flinging her around again, it could cause him to
drive off the road and kill them both.


He handed her the strap. “Put the seatbelt on.”


She jerked away from him. “No. I hate those things!”


“Heaven, you’ve got to cooperate for once in your life.”


Without giving her a chance to argue, he reached over, and
buckled her in. He only hoped it’d hold. He thought about it a moment longer.
He tore his belt from his waist, and wrapped it around the seat across her
hips. He buckled it snugly and twisted it until the buckle was behind the seat.


Heaven glared at the musician. “What’s all this?”


“I don’t need you flying out the window, like you did in the
kitchen.” He rushed to the driver’s side and leapt in.


He threw the car into reverse and screeched into the night.


* * *


 



 




[bookmark: c22]Chapter Twenty One


Tommy was tired, damned tired. He’d been walking for what seemed
like miles down the lonely canyon road. Out of desperation, he’d finally given
in and tried to call his dad. Just his luck, he could not get a signal from the
depths of the canyon from hell.


He knew there was a gas station somewhere ahead. He couldn’t
remember how much farther it was, everything looked different in the darkness
of the woods. Walls of trees lined each side of the road, expensive estates lay
hidden behind.


Out of the darkness, the roar of a car approached. He
whirled around the moment the headlights had him in their sights. The car was
powering straight at him at a deadly speed.


He leapt from the side of the road the instant the car sped
by. The wind from the vehicle nearly knocked him off his feet.


“Dumb ass!” He cried toward the retreating taillights,
waving his gas can wildly in the air. “Watch where you’re going!”


The roaring sports car screeched to a stop, as burning
rubber from its smoking tires filled his nostrils. It roared in reverse at him,
and again he found himself diving out of the deadly machine’s way. Whoever the
idiot was who was driving it, was hell bent on killing him tonight.


“Tommy?” Harmon stuck his head out the window. “What the
hell are you doing out here?”


“You could have killed me!” Tommy approached the fiery red
car. “This is what I’m doing!” He shoved the gas can into Harmon’s face.


“Why didn’t you call me?”


“I can’t get a signal in this bottomless hell. Better yet,
why don’t you take some driving lessons?”


“Never mind. Get in the car, there may be a problem at your
house. I’m heading there now.”


Tommy peered into the small car, noticing Heaven in the
passenger seat. “Harmon, the car only has two seats.”


“Shit. I forgot.” Harmon leapt from the car. “Crawl in and
sit between us, hurry.” He shoved the teenager onto the center console, leapt
in behind him and sped off onto the night.


“What’s going on?” Tommy cried. The gearshift was stuck
between his legs. He was crouched over, and was forced to press his face
against the dash in an effort to keep his head from hitting the roof of the
car. Plus, a maniac driver was at the wheel. “Why is Heaven looking so spaced
out?”


“She had some sort of a vision.” Harmon’s bloodshot eyes
remained fixed on the winding road. “Bice is in trouble, I’ll explain later.”


Tommy glanced at the speedometer. The car was quickly racing
up toward one hundred ten miles per hour. His blood froze in his veins, as a
visual fleeted through his mind of what his body might look like hitting a tree
at that speed. There’d be nothing left of him but a piece of beef jerky.


He shook his head clear, and glanced at the girl beside him.
But the trees behind her caught his eye. They whipped by in the distance, one
melted into the next until they were only a blur of wood and leaves. His belly
began to churn.


“I think I’m going to barf!” He cried.


Harmon glanced at the boy. “I can’t stop this car for you to
puke, hang your head out the window. This is a three hundred thousand dollar
car, don’t you dare barf in it!”


Tommy stared at the crazed musician. “You idiot, I can’t get
to a window!”


“Hold on.” Harmon pressed the button on his dash, which
slowly began to raise the convertible top. “Oh shit!” He gazed in horror at the
reflection in the rearview mirror.


He pounded the button madly, hoping to bring the top back
down. Realizing his mistake too late, he could only watch helplessly as the
fine Italian leather was ripped from the sports car in the oncoming rush of
wind. The twisted mass of steel flew backward and bounced away into the
darkness behind them, scattering fiery sparks as it skidded across the
pavement.


Tommy moaned, as the last of his color drain from his face.
He gripped the dash, fighting to hold back the bile as it quickly rose in his
throat. Beads of sweat formed on his hands and arms. His entire body shook as
he fought the waves of nausea, but it was determined to overtake him. He knew
at any moment the entire car would be covered in puke. Harmon would have his
ass.


“Tommy.” Heaven suddenly seemed to come back to reality. “It’ll
be all right.”


She put her hand to the boy’s head. In seconds, the teenager’s
breathing slowed and the color returned to his face.


Feeling much better Tommy sat up straight, now that the top
was no longer a bother. He shook his head, and stared in disbelief at the girl
with aquamarine eyes.


* * *


Hawk continued to drag Bice, watching the man with the rifle slowly
gaining on him. The fog hung in wisps, thin patches were slowly building into
an opaque mass.


There was nowhere to go, and nothing to duck behind. He’d be
damned if he left Bice’s body out here alone in the night. He also knew he
couldn’t outrun a bullet. So he’d play the game, this game of chase.


He determinedly dragged his friend toward the driveway,
although he wasn’t really sure why.


* * *


Harmon whipped the car around the last curve. They were only
minutes away from Tommy’s house.


He didn’t know what the hell was going on, but what he did
know was Heaven had been thrown across the kitchen by an unseen force. Whatever
she’d seen or felt happened to Bice, he would take seriously.


Now, he had a big problem on his hands. The physician knew
too much. He would talk to the press, or maybe to anyone who would listen. Soon
the pressure would be on him to let them study her. They would take her away.


He glanced at the dazed girl. Her eyes bored into the dim
night. Big deep eyes, almost bottomless in the dark shadows. He’d be damned if
he let anything happen to her. Or, to Bice.


He punched the accelerator and whipped the car into the
driveway. Before he could react, he slammed into the back of his Limo sitting
quietly in the physicians driveway.


The night air filled with a reverberating crash.


* * *


Dr. Killmore watched as the big man dragged Bice across his
expansive lawn.


It was hopeless, and the bodyguard knew it. Yet, he wouldn’t
give it up and drop his friend to make a run for it. The bodyguard stared right
at him, showing no fear. He was unfazed by the rifle glittering through the
fog. He determinedly continued his impossible mission, slowly making his way to
the cover of the vehicles.


There was one problem. The girl was gone. One last bullet
lay in the gun’s chamber, and he planned to use it. After he reloaded, he’d get
the girl and put the odd musician out of his misery. They would be free of her
excess baggage and could then be free to leave the country. He would take her
to a place she’d never be found.. Finally, he would complete his studies on
her.


He knew Tommy would understand. The boy would be proud when
word came back his father could cure any affliction known to mankind.


He raised his rifle. One down, two to go.


* * *


“Are you two all right?” Harmon called to the teenagers, as
he stared in disbelief at the damage to the front of his pride and joy.


The sleek hood was mangled, the shiny chrome bumper lay
twisted on the ground. Without waiting for a response from the pair, he knelt
down and clutched the gnarled metal to his chest in sorrow.


“ I’m fine you idiot!” Tommy sneered at the odd musician. “I
bet the California Highway Patrol has you on their ten most wanted list.”


“I’m fine too, you moron.” Heaven grasped the seatbelt and
tugged at it. “Someone come get this buckle undone, I’ve got to find Bice.”


Harmon peered at the darkened house. Trees lined the
driveway on each side, it was impossible to get a clear view from where he’d so
poorly parked his prized vehicle.


“Tommy.” He gazed at the boy, and gingerly laid the wrinkled
bumper down. “I’ll go and find Bice, you stay here with Heaven.”


“No, I’ll go with you. You’ll need my help to find him
inside the house.”


Harmon glanced at Heaven. She sat silently, gazing out the
window of the car “Heaven? Will you be all right here a few minutes?”


She did not respond, but continued to stare into the
distance transfixed by foggy shadows within the trees.


“All right Tommy, lets go. We’ve got to hurry, I can’t leave
her here long.”


Harmon and Tommy crept up the driveway, gazing quickly into
Hawk’s and Bice’s empty vehicles.


“What the hell is going on?” Harmon muttered. “Where is
everyone?”


Tommy gazed at the dark house. “Something’s fishy. Let’s go
around back, maybe they’re talking in the kitchen.”


Harmon hesitated, and glanced at Heaven waiting in the car. “All
right, but we can’t be long.”


He followed Tommy toward the looming house.


* * *


Bice, you must talk to me. I can not find you if you don’t tell
me where you are. Use your soul, and call to me. I will hear you, and I will
come to help you. It’s not time for you to go to the other side. You still have
great things to do. One day you will save many lives. Call to me quickly, your
time is running out…


* * *


Dr. Killmore lowered the rifle as the red sports car whipped into
his driveway and crashed into the Limo parked in front of it. He struggled to
stifle a laugh.


He pressed his back against the closest tree and peered
through the rolling fog, watching as Harmon and someone else leapt from the
car. Now, he would need more bullets. At least he wouldn’t have to hunt Harmon
down. They’d come into his web. And, he’d pretty much destroyed his fancy car
doing it.


He’d postpone shooting the bodyguard, at least for now. He
slowly crept toward the dented Ferrari sitting alone in the driveway. There was
still someone sitting in the passenger seat, and he had a feeling he knew who
it might be.


* * *


“Dad?” Tommy called as he entered the kitchen.


Harmon quietly following the boy into the dark house. A
small beam of moonlight filtered through the dim kitchen. An overturned chair
lay on the floor, near it a newspaper, scattered and crumpled. Blood was on the
floor near a broken coffee cup.


“Tommy,” He whispered, “what the hell happened in here?”


“Heaven slapped some sense into my dad. She bloodied his
nose.”


Harmon felt a sickening wave of nausea rise in his throat.
If Heaven had done this to the physician, the man must be at the edge of
insanity by now. He’d want revenge on the girl.


Not only had he brought her back to him, he’d put her in
grave danger. She was a sitting duck in the car. It was apparent the physician
wasn’t in the house. “We’ve got to get back to Heaven!” He cried.


* * *


Hawk watched as the crazed physician rushed for Harmon’s car,
forgetting at least temporarily, about shooting him.


He was nearly back to the driveway, exhausted from pulling
his dead friend across the massive lawn. He’d helplessly watched as Harmon
screeched to a stop behind the Limo, a little too late.


With a last heave, he pulled Bice into the cover of the
thicket and laid him gently near his car. He had no choice but to leave his
friend’s body, because now the madman was after Harmon.


* * *


Bice, I know you are closer to me now. Please, I beg of you, don’t
go to the other side. You are in limbo, caught in between, yet I know you can
hear me. I am trapped Bice, but know I am struggling to free myself so I can
come to you.


Hold on for me a moment longer my dear one…


* * *


Dr. Killmore jerked the car door open and pointed his rifle inside.


Heaven, still in her prom dress, stared at him in horror.
The idiot had brought her right back to him. She was struggling to free herself
from the seatbelt, but the massive gown she wore kept it in place. Her eyes
shone white with fear as she desperately clawed at the strap.


He unhooked the seatbelt and yanked her from the car. But
something snapped her back against the seat, and wrenched her from his hands.


“What the hell?” He peered into the convertible. Someone had
wrapped a leather belt around her waist and buckled it behind the seat, which
effectively kept her in place. Today was his lucky day after all.


He glanced toward the ignition. Tonight might also have been
a good night to play the lottery, he surely would’ve won. The strange musician’s
keys hung in the ignition, glinting in the moonlight. He could easily drive
straight into Mexico in the race car, and catch a flight to anywhere in the
world. They would never be found.


He slammed the passenger door shut, raced to the far side of
the car and promptly tripped over the mangled bumper. He cursed under his
breath and angrily slung it into the bushes.


He stumbled toward the driver’s door and leapt in.


* * *


Harmon left Tommy standing in the kitchen, and raced out the back
door.


In his haste, he promptly tripped down the stairs and slid
to the bottom on his backside. Tonight was not the night for getting down
stairs. As a matter of fact, his night had quickly deteriorated into a complete
disaster. He clutched his aching back, and pulled himself up on the railing.
Finally, he burst around the side of the house and shot towards the driveway.


It was too late. Someone was walking in front of his car.


He slid to a stop, and squinted through the fog. It wasn’t
Hawk or Bice. His breath caught in his throat. Deep inside, he felt himself
dying a thousand deaths. The dark figure belonged to Dr. Killmore, and he was
carrying a rifle.


He watched in horror as the man plunged into the seat of his
car with Heaven. The very belt he’d tried to keep her safe with, was now preventing
her escape from the madman.


“No!” He leapt from behind Bice’s car. “Heaven, no!”


He plunged toward his car, but something on the ground
caught his foot and threw him across the pavement. He hit the cement drive face
first, and moaned in pain. Gingerly, he sat up and gazed at the object which
had tripped him. It was the bumper to his car, and next to it, a person.


His mouth opened and closed, but he couldn’t scream. The
person was Bice. Rather, the body of Bice, his eyes frozen open in eternal
horror. Blood covered his chest, slowly dripping onto cold driveway.


The suddenly realization of the strange occurrence in the
kitchen crashed down on him, as he realized what’d caused Heaven to fly through
the air as if something had struck her in the chest. Bice had been shot in the
chest. The moment he was, the same force had struck the girl who was miles
away, throwing her from the very chair she sat on.


He shuddered in fear, feeling his skin crawl and prickle to
his very core. He stared at the corpse of his friend. Headlights came on behind
him, lighting up Bice’s macabre gaze. He heard the motor of his car being
revved, followed by the squeal of spinning tires, yet he was helpless to break
his stoic stare from his dead comrade.


Although he lay on the ground, he felt his legs and arms
begin to tingle and weaken. His mind could not understand the gut-wrenching
reality of Bice’s glazed eyes, nor the shock of Heaven being taken away into
the night in his own car.


He fell face first onto the cement. His thoughts quickly and
mercifully left him.


* * *


Dr. Killmore watched the nutty musician stare at the body of the
dead man, and fall over in a cold faint. He had a clear shot at him, and was
tempted to put the aging man out of his misery. It didn’t matter now though, because
he had Heaven. He slid the rifle carefully behind the seat.


He gazed at her, as he revved the engine of the foreign
sports car. She was cowering against the passenger door, crying and helpless
behind the belt which held her prisoner. It was best she didn’t see him shoot
Harmon. The last thing he needed was a hysterical teenager on his hands.


He studied her a moment longer. She was the most beautiful
creature on the planet. And best of all, she was his. He reached over and
grasped her thigh. She screamed in horror and slapped him across the face.


He held his temper though, and pulled his gaze from her. He
threw the car into reverse and pressed the accelerator to the floor. Luckily,
the damage from the wreck was only cosmetic.


With a powerful thrust, the car flew backwards down the
drive and leapt into the fog.


* * *


The thrust of the car threw her against the seat with such force,
it nearly knocked the wind from her. She gazed at the madman next to her, and
seethed in fury. She was his prisoner yet again, through no fault of her own.
Time and circumstance certainly didn’t seem to be on her side this evening. She
never even had the chance to change out of her gown, and she was growing very
weary. And angry.


She struggled against the leather belt which held her
prisoner. She tried endlessly to pull the buckle toward her, but it was caught
somewhere behind the seat and hung up on her lovely gown.


She stared at the madman with intense anger. This man had
murdered Bice, a kind man who was only trying to protect her from evil people,
such as this monster she sat next to.


His eyes were fixed on the darkened road before him, as he
navigated the tricky curves through the steep canyon. The low car easily hugged
the winding road, speeding along at an unimaginable pace. There was only one
thing left to do in order to save herself from this psychopath.


She glanced at the rifle behind his seat. She may not be
able to reach the belt to free herself, but she could certainly reach the
deadly weapon.


She would get back to Bice even if she died trying.


* * *


 





[bookmark: c23]Chapter Twenty Two


“Harmon?” Hawk shook the stricken musician. “Wake up.”


Harmon moaned, and sat up. He gazed at the bodyguard as a
sweep of realization washed over him. “He’s got her, we have to go get her!”


“Dr. Killmore took Heaven?”


“Yes, she was waiting for me in the car. She knew something
was wrong with Bice. I had no choice but to bring her here.” Harmon glanced at
the dead man next to him. “She was right.”


Hawk stared at him in silence.


“Listen to me, Hawk. We have to find them, Bice’s life
depends on it.”


“Bice is dead Harmon, in case you hadn’t noticed.”


“Look, I’ll explain later. Get Bice in the Limo, we have to
find them!”


“We need to call the police, let them find Heaven. We can’t
take Bice’s body on a wild goose chase.”


Harmon grabbed the bodyguard by the shirt “You work for me.”
He hissed. “Do as I say. If we call the police Bice dies, and they will take
Heaven from me. Got it?”


Hawk paled and nodded his head.


Harmon stood up and grasped Bice’s body, and began pulling
him toward the Limo.


Hawk stared at the crazed man. He’d known Harmon a long
time. The musician was playing in a seedy bar years ago when he’d stopped in
for a drink. All of twenty seats were filled in the theater. Nevertheless,
Harmon sang as if the venue was bursting at the seams with thousands of
screaming fans.


He soon learned the musician wasn’t a quitter. And it
clearly showed he wouldn’t give up on whatever insane plan he had construed to
do with Bice’s body. He sighed, and finally leapt to his aid. He gently muscled
the stricken musician aside, and carefully placed Bice across the back seat of
the Limo.


“Harmon?” Tommy cried from the darkness. “What is going on?”


“Stay back!” Harmon grabbed Bice’s legs, and tried to shove
them into the car. But it was too late, Tommy was already breathing down his
neck. He whirled around to face the boy, hoping to block his view from the
macabre scene inside the car.


Undeterred, Tommy shoved Harmon and Hawk aside. “Where is
Heaven?” He gazed into the back seat of the Limo, only to lurch back in horror
as his gaze fell upon the bloodied man. He staggered backward and teetered
momentarily, struggling to remain in an upright position. Tears filled his eyes
as he gazed at Harmon. “My dad did this, didn’t he?”


“There’s no time to explain, stay here!” Harmon shoved Bice’s
legs into the back seat again, barely managing to get the door closed as the
Limo roared to life. He leapt into the passenger seat as Hawk thrust the car
into reverse, adding yet another set of smoldering rubber zigzagging across the
driveway.


Tommy stared after the car as it spun away into the
darkness. He didn’t know where his dad or Heaven were, or what the hell was
going on, but he’d follow them and find out. He’d pull himself together, there
was no choice. He’d not been named Prom King for naught.


He raced for his dad’s car, but the moment he did a sudden
sensation brought him to a sliding halt. He lurched against his father’s car
and vomited. The heaves were merciless; gut-wrenching spasms of pure fear and
sickening horror devoured him. He dropped to his knees, struggling to breathe.


Moments later, his hands groped along the top of the fender.
He grasped the cold metal, and carefully pulled himself alongside his dad’s prized
vehicle. Streaks of vomit now lined the side of the beautiful car, slowly
yielding to the gravity until at last it dripped to the pavement below. His dad
would have his ass for this.


He grabbed the bottom of his shirt, hoping to wipe the
telltale signs of his nervous stomach away. “Screw it!” He shouted, and leapt
into the car. He knew he must pull himself together. Hero’s don’t vomit. Prom
Kings don’t go around barfing on their dad’s cars. He sat still on the cold
seat, waiting for his heart to cease its endless protest.


Finally, he gazed into the distance and turned the key. If
Heaven were in danger, he would be the one to save her.


He roared down the driveway and into the blackness.


* * *


Heaven watched the crazed man’s eyes burn with fury, as he whipped
the sports car around bend after bend.


From the corner of her eye, she studied him carefully, as
she slowly reached behind his seat for the gun. She groped around for it, but
continued to gaze at the road ahead, watching the white lines blur into one
beneath her.


Her hand finally hit the cold steel. She eased the weapon
toward her, until it was nearly against her seat. She had no idea how to shoot
it, she could only hope she figured it out quickly.


She suddenly felt Bice calling out from behind her. She
gazed into the mirror, seeing a pair of amber headlights racing toward them.


“Bice, don’t give up…it’s almost over now. I will soon be
free to come help you…”


She stared at the lunatic once more. In one swift movement
she pulled the rifle out, placed the muzzle against the windshield and pulled
the trigger.


The maniac never had a chance to react.


* * *


Hawk heard the shot come from the car ahead. “Harmon, did you hear
that?”


Before the musician could respond, the Ferrari ahead whipped
into a maddening fishtail, crossed into the opposite lane and spun into the
hillside. Clouds of earth mushroomed above it. It momentarily hung in limbo,
its headlights pointing into the sky. It rolled back down, and somersaulted off
the cliff into the canyon below.


Hawk slammed on the brakes, bringing the long car to a
screeching stop. Gravel and rocks pelted the windshield in protest as dust
enveloped the vehicle. He gasped in horror as he heard the unmistakable thump
of Bice’s body being thrown to the floor behind him.


He could only watch in shock as Harmon’s car went airborne,
and crash end over end down the canyon wall. The fiery explosion lit up the
night. The dim outline of distant trees soon glowed burning red, as the flames
engulfed the twisted metal beneath them.


“No!” Harmon leapt from the car and plunged down the
hillside into the darkness.


* * *


Heaven opened her eyes, and tried to remember where she was.


Pain quickly brought her back to reality as she felt the
searing heat. Her legs were on fire. The car was upside down, and she was
dangling from the belt which entombed her.


Her entire body screamed in agony while her lungs filled
with deadly smoke. She slapped at the orange flames hopelessly, but they
continued their relentless march up her legs. She was trapped inside a fiery
inferno.


A shard of broken glass on the dirt caught her eye, glinting
in the orangey flames. Though she hung upside down, she gazed into the crystal
pane and watched, as the reflected flames spun and danced within.


Transfixed on the glowing embers as they fused and mixed
into one, she studied the whirling fire as it slowly painted a picture before
her. It was showing her the way out.


She knew how to save herself. She grabbed the jagged
windshield, and began slicing at the leather belt which had kept her prisoner
much too long. She didn’t feel the pain as the shard sliced through the skin
and muscles of her palm.


Finally freeing herself, she fell to the dirt beneath the
car, and gasped for breath in the whirling smoke. She reached for the door and
kicked away the crackling flames which lapped at her, but it was frozen shut.


Undeterred, she slid around and kicked the window, until at
last the glass shattered into a million prisms. She watched as the spider web
slowly gave up and caved in.


She worked her way out the window, pulled fresh air into her
searing lungs and crawled into the darkness.


* * *


Harmon plunged through the burning brush toward the car.


His once pristine vehicle was completely engulfed in fire,
but he didn’t care. The flames crackled and popped, taking with them the
branches of trees above. The smell of burning wood and motor oil coated the
air, mixing into the winds from the ocean and urging them to greater heights.


“Help me!” Heaven cried from the distance.


He followed her cries to a thicket, and gazed through the
crackling glow. A flash of silvery white moved in the distance. He burst
through the last stand of trees.


She stood in the sea, pale shades of moonlight played across
her face. Unbelievably, she appeared not to feel any pain, though her gown was
still burning. A dagger of lightening hit the waves in the distance, lighting a
path ahead of her.


The car had crashed only yards from the lapping shoreline.
Her hand was bleeding profusely, but she was alive. The look on her face was
one of anger. Her night had been ruined, and it showed.


He leapt into the waves, pulled her from the sea and beat
the last of the flames out. But she was hopelessly burned. His mind suddenly
flew into overdrive, nearly sucking the very wind from him. Atop a fiery stage
he stood once again, saving an orphan of the sea from certain demise, not once,
not twice, but thrice. It all made sense now. He couldn’t save his sister that
day, so a greater force had sent him Heaven.


A girl no one wanted, no one loved, no one knew existed. She’d
been sent for him to save, so she in turn could go on and save others. And save
her, he did. The day he found her on the beach. The day he’d risked his life to
pull her from the island in the face of a hurricane, where she’d have been
blown to oblivion. And now once again, as he pulled her from the sea yet again,
fighting the smoldering flames as they inched up her gown.


Now he knew why she’d come to him in his dreams for so many
years. It was a chain reaction. His life was already planned before he’d ever
set foot on his beach that day. Before he’d ever bought the mansion. His sister’s
legacy would live on in Heaven. The restored photo on his desk was living proof
it was meant to be.


There was no other reason they looked almost exactly alike.
The link was forever closed, the connection complete. Her name even made sense
now. Each time he saved her, she’d gone on to save someone else. The boy at the
orphanage, the boy at the hospital. And now, she had to save Bice. Que Sera,
sera.


His hands shook as he ripped his shirt off, and pressed it
against her bleeding palm.


“Take me to Bice. Quickly, I’m out of time…”


“You’re hurt. I can’t move you.” He gazed into her eyes, but
this time she looked different. The bond he’d shared with his sister was alive
in Heaven. He knew he had no choice. He understood now. He wouldn’t let the
connection break again. History would repeat itself over, and over still as he
plucked her from the seas again and again, and she would then go on to save
another soul.


“Take me now…”


He glanced up the hill. Hawk was making his way toward them,
snaking his way down the steep cliff along the canyon. He carefully lifted her,
and began making his way toward the bodyguard.


He burst from the flaming trees and screamed. “Help me get
her to the car. Take her to Bice, run!”


The bodyguard asked no questions. The look on the musician’s
face said all he needed to know. He grabbed Heaven, and raced up the hill to
the waiting car.


* * *


Hawk gently eased Bice’s cold body back onto the seat. He sat
Heaven beside the dead man, and stood back. He had no idea what the hell was
going on, and the way things were going tonight, he didn’t want to know. He
slammed the door shut, and gazed at his haggard reflection in the tinted
windows.


In the distance, Harmon’s car exploded. Flames burst and
mushroomed into the sky. Embers drifted in the ocean winds, while nearby
branches burned and fell into the wreckage. A dull roar drifted up the hill
toward him. In the distance, sirens wailed.


Harmon caught up to him, wild-eyed and gasping for breath. “Let’s
go. Get us back to the estate.”


Hawk leapt into the front seat, and slammed down the
accelerator.


* * *


Bice, I am finally here. I am weak and hurt terribly, but I will
give my all to you. You must help me, my friend, for I am now too weak to do
this alone…


She moved her hands slowly across his broken chest. Her
fingertips quickly found the cold lead, buried deep inside his body. The bullet
had pierced his heart, killing him instantly. She shuddered in horror and fell
back against the seat.


It would take everything she had to save him. If she failed,
she too would be no more.


* * *


Tommy screeched to a stop only inches from the departing Limo.


He leapt from his car and gave chase to the long vehicle. Wheezing
for air, he managed to catch up to it. He pounded on the window. “Stop! What is
going on?”


Hawk slid the window down, and gazed at him. “We have to get
out of here, there is no time to explain.”


“Where is my dad?”


Hawk gazed down the hill at the molten steel smoldering in
the distance. “Down there, Tommy. We couldn’t find him, but help is on the way.
We can’t stay here, Heaven is hurt. “


Tommy staggered backward from the car, trying to wake from
what he knew must be a nightmare. He finally turned away, and stared at the
smoldering remains of what had once been a car.


He plunged down the hill into the burning madness.


* * *


A whippoorwill cried out to her in the distance. It was time.


She inhaled deeply, taking into her lungs the sickening
smell of engine fuel, of burning trees and of gunpowder. She gazed into Bice’s
dead eyes, as she slowly ran her hands from his chest to his head and carefully
pulled him into her lap.


She momentarily thought back over her time at the estate.
She remembered his kindness, and his honest apology after he’d called her a
freak. She in turn had stomped his toe and run away, causing him even more
grief. She’d pulled his hair, and had thrown a large book at him, nearly
knocking him unconscious. A lone tear shimmered across her eye, and fell to his
cheek. She knew there would be only one chance to save the man she cared for so
much, but had never told.


His body lay cold and still in her lap, as she gazed down
upon him sniffing away her tears. She lovingly brushed aside his long dark
hair, and stroked his still cheek. She took a deep breath, and slowly exhaled.
She gently placed her palms on each side of his head, and closed her eyes.


The darkness in her mind began to whirl and spin. Soon,
tiny pinpricks of light sparkled through the onyx in brilliant beams of
glittering stars. The tiny stars churned and spun, until her dizzying mind
could no longer keep pace with their rapid movement.


Her hands soon began to warm, gradually glowing into
amber hues and finally into a golden beam. Soon, the stale air in the car
warmed with the scent of flowers and meadows and of the salty seas.


The air churned around them, whispering through the car,
mixing into the scent of blood and death. It soon overtook them, until the
vehicle smelled of a grassy hill dotted with wildflowers in the springtime. The
smell of death was gone. She smiled.


She pressed her hands tightly against his head, urging
his blood to warm. Soon, her mind spiraled downward and fell into the depths of
his soul, a place no man would ever see. She coursed through his cold veins
with silent speed, reaching out with burning stars of light, igniting his
silent blood and bringing cells back to life.


She traveled to his frozen heart, and gasped when she
felt the wreckage it had become.


Tiny pieces of silvered lead were seared into its muscle,
forever entombed in the once life giving organ.


She blinked in confusion. She did not know how to rid his
body of this foreign substance.


There had to be a way. She would not give up.


* * *


Tommy raced down the hill toward Harmon’s smoldering car.


The car he was sick in only a short time before, was now a
twisted mass of molten steel and fiberglass. It was a far cry from the gleaming
racing machine it had once been. He peered through the shattered windshield. To
his amazement, his father was not inside.


The sirens were closer now, red and blue lights flashed
against the canyon walls. He raced to the other side of the car, searching
through the smoldering brush for his father’s body.


* * *


One at a time, she grasped the tiny pieces of lead, gently
willing each away from his heart.


On and on she worked as beads of sweat poured down her.
But she could not feel it, for she was no longer one with her body. She could
sense Bice’s body tremble and quiver, shaking like a puppet on a string.


Soon, each fragment of the lead was dislodged, and began
drifting through his arteries toward his other organs. She must stop them.


Bice, she whispered, you must help me. You must stop the
pieces of lead from reaching your organs, until I can get to them, there are so
many.


She felt him smile at her, as a wave of reassurance
drifted into the starry universe of her mind. The many fragments of lead came
to a sudden halt within his arteries.


Frozen in time, waiting on her magic to find them.


She wept with joy, as she began retrieving them.


* * *


Hawk raced toward the estate, carefully navigating the tricky
curves along the narrow road.


In the horizon, the sun was gently warming the sky as the
remnant of the stars slowly retreated into the breaking dawn. The air in the
car suddenly smelled odd. It was a floral smell, a smell which reminded him of
his mother’s perfume from long ago.


Lavender, or orchids, or maybe both. It was also the scent
of the sun and the sea and the stars, if that was possible. It seemed to churn
around him, moving across his skin and prickling the hair on his arms with its
breeze.


He reached to the dash and flipped the air conditioner off.
But it wasn’t on. Puzzled, he glanced into the rearview mirror.


He gasped in shock at the sight which beheld him. An amber
glow radiated from the backseat of the long car. A gentle, serene glow, one
which reminded him of angels. Angels who’d come to comfort him when his father
had suddenly died. Angels with a glowing sort of peace, as hypnotic as the
ocean waves.


He shook his head clear, struggling to tear his eyes away
from the mirror. He gazed into the distance, down the quiet canyon road in
front of him.


Ahead, he could see the unmistakable flashes of lights
coming toward him. He whipped the car into the nearest driveway, and flipped
the headlights off. His heart beat in anticipation while he waited for the road
to clear again.


He smiled proudly as he checked the rearview mirror once
more. A parade of lights quickly passed, heading in the direction from which he’d
come. He’d be sure to ask for a raise for this, not to mention being out all
hours of the night.


He glanced into the back seat once more. The strange glowing
continued.


* * *


One at a time, again and again, she touched each piece of
suspended bullet fragment with her golden light, enveloping them with searing
heat until they finally vaporized into oblivion.


She coursed back to his heart, and carefully touched the
hole in the muscle, willing it to come back together, willing it to fuse.
Glistening fingers of gold soon spun around it, and swirled across the
scattered tissue. Finally, his heart was whole again.


She felt her body growing weaker, and weaker still. She
must hurry.


With her last ounce of strength, she touched his heart
with an electric jolt of fiery heat. It quivered, hung momentarily in suspended
animation and weakly began to beat once more.


It was time to go.


She opened her eyes, and gazed at him. His skin was
beginning to glow a pale pink, his blue lips were warming into the color of the
rising sun. She leaned across his mouth, and blew silvery wisps of air through
his dried lips. He gasped, caught his breath, and settled into a quiet slumber.


Bice was a good man. He would go on to do great things.
He would not be a doctor, no, nor a president. Instead, he would go on to study
weather patterns, and find a way to annihilate hurricanes, ultimately saving
the lives of millions of people in third world countries and across the globe.


She knew what was coming next. She suddenly felt dizzy,
and as always, collapsed to the floor of the car in exhaustion. One day, maybe
she would learn to heal others and still retain her dignity afterward.


For now, she must rest.


* * *


Harmon gaped in awe, as he witnessed the phenomenon of the girl he’d
plucked from his lonely beach seven years ago. Bice had been dead close to two
hours, his chest ripped into many pieces.


He gently lifted her onto the seat next to him, knowing
already she would be fine, and would only need a few days rest.


He turned his attention to Bice. He lay comfortably on the
seat, sleeping in the darkness of the car. The blood on his tattered chest was
no more, the ugly stench of death which had surrounded him was gone. She’d
filled the entire car with the scent of flowers. The air moved around him,
until he was enveloped within the swirling fragrance.


He watched as her hands began to unbelievably glow from
within. Then she was gone, or at least, she seemed gone. Her body was right in
front of him, but she was no longer one with it. He watched Bice’s body jerk
and twitch, as she desperately worked her gift of magic on the stricken man.


“Bice, you’re going to be all right now.” He grabbed his
friend’s hand, and gave it a gentle squeeze.


He smiled with joy and tears filled his eyes, for Bice’s
hand was warm again.


* * *
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Tommy stumbled through the brushy thicket in search of his father.


Brambles and thorns tore at his skin, leaving behind zigzags
of blood. The sirens were directly behind him. now He stopped and gazed at the
canyon wall. Many paramedics and firefighters were screeching to a stop on top
of the cliff. A dozen or more men were plunging down the hillside toward the
smoldering wreckage.


He was now many yards in front of the burning car, searching
desperately as waves of exhaustion slowly overcame him.


Hell night. The Prom from Hell. Everything had started out
like a fairy tale, so perfect, so beautiful. Now here he was, in the middle of
nowhere, searching for his father’s burned body. To make matters worse, Bice
was dead, and he had a sickening feeling his father was behind it.


He thought of the beautiful girl. His life had turned to
hell the moment he’d met her.


During the short time he knew her, he finally understood why
Harmon and Bice protected her so fiercely. There was something much, much more
about her than either had let on.


His father had told him she could heal people. For his dad
to temporarily loose his mind and steal her away not once, but twice in a single
night, there must be something phenomenal about her. His father was a
level-headed medical professional, and well respected within their community.


Her eyes were like magic whenever he stared into them,
taking him to places he’d never been. As if he could see his own future in the
churning aquamarine waters of her soul.


Shuddering, he remembered seeing the reflection of a fiery
wreck within her eyes. Perhaps, his father had seen something too when he’d set
eyes upon Heaven.


He sighed. He knew he would never have a future with her,
other than as a dear friend.


She was too pure, too perfect and too innocent. She would
always be vulnerable to a madman acting on a whim. But a friend she would be
forever. He’d rather have her as a friend anyway. He couldn’t bear it if a real
relationship with her failed. A friend would be a friend forever, no matter
what.


He suddenly heard a moan from behind a thicket. He rushed to
investigate, hoping beyond hope it was not a wild animals. Bears often littered
the outskirts of town in search of morsels left behind by campers or hikers.


He ran toward a stand of trees, and found his father face
down in the leaves. The man had apparently crawled away from the searing heat,
after having been thrown clear of the wreckage.


He rushed to his fallen father. He gently turned him over,
searching for a sign of life. He pressed his shaking fingers against the man’s
wrist, and thankfully, found a weak and fluttery heartbeat. “Hang on Dad, help
is coming.” He whispered.


He raced through the stand of trees and out into the open
field, and screamed.


* * *


Hawk pulled the Limo into the circular drive, and carefully parked
it in front of the entrance.


He glanced into the rearview mirror once more. All was quiet
in the back of the car., the golden light was gone. The lovely scent of flowers
had drifted away into the rising dawn. He pressed the intercom button and gazed
into the mirror. “Is everything all right back there?”


“Yes.” Harmon replied. “I’ll carry Heaven upstairs. Would
you mind bringing Bice inside?”


Hawk moaned. “Have you lost your mind? Shouldn’t we be
taking him to the morgue?”


Harmon was at a loss for words. He knew he could never
explain to Hawk the miracle he’d witnessed in the back seat. Not that he didn’t
trust the burly man, but more so Hawk would never be able to absorb it, or
comprehend it or even believe it. But there was no choice. He must try, he
couldn’t possibly carry them both upstairs.


He gazed at Hawk’s bloodshot eyes in the mirror. “Come back
here, I want to show you something.”


Hawk grumbled as he walked to the back of the car. He was
tired, damned tired. There was never a dull moment in the musician’s life. Each
and every day he found himself in the middle of some hell-bent drama, or a
carnival ride of chaos. Today was no exception.


He should be taking their friend’s body to the morgue, not
upstairs. The odd musician had certainly lost his mind this time. He sighed as
he jerked open the last door of the long car, and hesitantly peered in.


In his day, he’d seen almost all there was too see. He’d
seen far more his share of dead men riddled with bullets than he’d cared to
see. He’d pulled dead bodies to cover many times in the war. But he had never,
ever, seen one come back to life.


Bice had been dead, he had no doubt. Bice’s blood still
covered his own shirt, the crimson stains were not yet even dry.


But when Hawk, the invincible and manly fear-nothing
celebrity bodyguard opened the car door and gazed in, he suddenly felt like a
young boy again in school, getting licks from his teacher for fighting. The
tears had stung his eyes back then, as the teacher paddled him. Embarrassing
tears which had rarely come to surface since. Until now, this very moment.


He gasped and staggered backward as he watched Bice’s eyes
briefly flash open at him. The trace of a smile weakly played across his
once-fallen comrade’s cracked lips.


The big man fell to his knees, covered his face and sobbed.


* * *


The ambulance quickly rushed Dr. Killmore away, leaving Tommy in
its blowing dust. He watched silently as it sped toward the city lights in the
distance.


The firefighters had long since snuffed out the smoldering
wreckage in the canyon below. The sun was beginning to rise in the horizon, and
the winds were gradually picking up and bathing him in their salty breeze.


An officer approached him. “Son, could you tell me what
happened?” He pulled from his shirt pocket a small notebook, licked his finger
and slid a pen from behind his ear.


Tommy shook his head, as he slowly pried his eyes away from
the emergency vehicle’s taillights. No one would understand. Hell, he didn’t
even understand what’d happened.


“Son? Are you all right?”


He shook his head in dismay. No, he was not all right. Far
from it.


“Was your father the only one in the car?”


“Yes.” He lied.


“We ran a check on the vehicle, Tommy. That car doesn’t
belong to your father. Mind telling me why he was driving it?”


“I don’t know.” He chose his words carefully. “Tonight was
prom night, I was there with my friend. I took her home and ran out of gas on
the way back to my place.”


“Who is your friend, Tommy? Maybe he or she can give me more
information.”


“She can’t.”


“Why not?”


He hesitated again. “I told you, I took her home and I ran
out of gas. She went to bed. Now, will you kindly let me go to the hospital?”


“All right, son.” The officer replied. “We’ll get your car,
and I’ll follow you to there.”


“Thanks.” Tommy muttered.


He was too eager to get the hell out of the Godforsaken
canyon.


* * *


Harmon gently laid Heaven on her bed. She hadn’t stirred since the
moment she’d fallen unconscious to the floor of the car.


The lower half of her gown was charred and tattered, her
hair singed and burned from the heat of the explosion. Her hand was still
wrapped in the stained fabric he’d torn from his shirt. He would never
understand how she’d managed to escape the burning wreckage.


He dialed the phone on the bedside table. “Bonita, I need
you in Heaven’s suite, quickly.”


He checked his watch. It was seven in the morning. In his
industry, he was used to staying up all hours of the night and sleeping until
well after the noon hour. He was drained though, the night had been too much
even for him.


All because of one man, who was hell-bent on taking the
helpless girl. He’d never in his lifetime wished anyone dead, but this inhuman
monster would deserve it if he’d died in the fiery wreck.


He carefully raised Heaven’s charred gown, afraid of what he
might see. He glanced at her legs, but quickly glanced away. He slowly took
another look.


Her long legs were porcelain perfect, there was not a singed
hair on them. He stared closely at them, until his face was almost completely
under her gown.. He carefully felt her calves. There wasn’t even the slightest
bit of heat. He was far from surprised this time. As a matter of fact, he was
becoming quite accustomed to the strange phenomenon.


“Mr. Steele?” Bonita gasped. “What are you doing to that
poor girl?”


Startled, Harmon leapt backward at the housekeepers sudden
presence. Naturally, Heaven’s gown caught the back of his head. Unable to see,
he lost his balance and tumbled from the bed, effectively ripping the entire
skirt away from the bodice.


He fell to the floor and rolled and twisted under the
suffocating fabric. He fought with the blackened skirt desperately, as he tried
to pull it from his face.


“For the love of Mary!” Bonita stomped to the struggling
musician and yanked the skirting from his head. “What in blazes is going on in
here?”


“Blazes?” He groaned. “Must you use that word? Never mind,
help Heaven, she’s been in an accident. She should have been burned, but for
some unimaginable reason, she’s not.”


Bonita turned to take a closer look at the sleeping girl. “What
happened to her? For crying out loud, she look’s like she’s gone off a cliff!”


“That’s not funny. Tend to the wound on her hand, get her
cleaned up and in a nightdress. I’ve got to check on Bice.”


Bonita moved to the opposite side of the bed. She carefully
unwrapped the bloodied fabric from Heaven’s hand, and studied her palm.


“What wound, Mr. Steele?” She shook her head in confusion as
she studied him. “Have you been nipping at the liquor tonight, Sir?


He gazed at Heaven’s palm. Of course it too was porcelain
perfect, not a scratch or mark upon it. Not even a trace of blood. He should
have known.


But, it was not something he’d ever get used to. On queue,
his head slowly began to spin in dizzying confusion. No burns, and the wound on
her hand was gone as if it were never there to begin with. He’d seen her
smoking legs with his own eyes, he’d fought to put the flames out and had
heroically wrapped her sliced hand. He had no doubt, and he hadn’t touched a
damned drop of liquor in two solid hours.


He gaped at her unhurt palm, unable to break his stare. His
mouth opened and closed, but words would not come. In the distance of his
clouded mind, he could hear the dull ringing in his ears. The blasted,
incessant ringing was back once again. The sound soon grew into a shrill pitch,
a sound which he was quickly becoming familiar with.


Sometimes, things he thought he could get used to would
never be one in the same. And, Heaven was one of those things.


Thinking ahead this time, he grabbed a pillow from the bed
and laid down on the floor until the blasted ringing passed.


* * *


Hawk placed Bice carefully on the bed.


He slowly removed the tattered shirt from his friend, and
tossed it to the floor. He watched his chest rise and fall, deep in slumber.
There were no telltale marks on him, not a bruise, nor a scrape. A perfectly
normal chest.


He laid his hand across his chest, carefully feeling across
its warmth for a telltale sign of what might have happened to him. He pressed
his fingers along his sternum, and moved his hand carefully alongside his
ribcage. Nothing out of the ordinary stood out.


Still unconvinced, he laid his hand to Bice’s heart and
listened to the soft thumping from deep within.


“Mr. Hawk?” Bonita stared at him from the doorway. “What are
you doing to Bice?”


Hawk lurched away from his comrade, and stared at the maid
in the doorway. He was at a loss for words, which was not really unusual for
him. But words had never been of much importance to him anyway. He grunted, and
gazed in silence at the housekeeper.


Her eyes shot daggers at him. “Things are getting stranger
around here by the minute. Mr. Steele is taking a nap on the floor in Heaven’s
room. I need your assistance helping me get him to bed, if you can bear to
leave your object of admiration for a moment.”


She turned on her heel and hustled down the hallway, shaking
her head in disbelief.


* * *


Tommy sat for hours in the hospital waiting room, oblivious to the
noise around him. The television droned from some faraway land. Distant
laughter of children drifted in broken fragments into the furthest corners of
his tortured mind. He laid his head back, and closed his eyes.


He and Heaven were walking hand in hand along the windy
seashore. Frothy waves rushed across their bare feet. Their footprints quickly
disappeared, left behind in the glistening sand were only sprigs of sea grass
and foam.


She gazed at him with her lovely aqua eyes. He watched as
the breeze swept her hair into golden whirls behind her. She smiled at him. He
smiled back, and hugged her close. She smelled of the sun and the seas and the
sands.


Suddenly an ugly mass of rotting, twisted flesh jutted out
of the sand and stretched skyward. Its jelly like fingers grasped Heaven’s
ankle before either could react, and pulled her away from him into the foamy
torrent below.


She screamed in horror, and kicked at the vile flesh as it
twisted her into a downward spiral. But the creature held fast, easily pulling
her under. She was gone, drowning beneath his feet.


Her arm shot up from the watery sands and flailed once more,
reaching out for him.


He grasped her hand, and struggled to pull her from the
hellish demon. But the invisible force was much too strong. She slipped into
the torrid blackness, deep within a barren pit no living soul would ever see,
and disappeared.


With a final thrust, her arm rose from the sands once again.
She grabbed his hand tightly and shook it with the last bit of her ebbing
strength.


“Tommy?” The physician shook the sleeping boy’s arm. “Tommy,
wake up.”


Tommy sat up, and screamed. He gazed in fear at the white
blur in front of him.


“Tommy, you must’ve had a bad dream. I’m Dr. White, a friend
of your father’s. I’d like to talk to you about him. And afterwards, about
Heaven.”


* * *


Late that evening, Harmon woke.


He gazed around his quiet suite. Bonita had apparently come
and gone, never disturbing him. The room was immaculate, and a dinner tray sat
near his bedside.


He lifted the metal cover, and gasped in horror. She’d made
him tomato soup again. She knew he loathed tomato soup. He slammed the cover
back down, and shoved the tray away.


He sat up and groaned. Suddenly, he remembered the nightmare
from the night before. But it wasn’t a nightmare. It couldn’t have been. He
leapt from his bed and rushed out the door.


He raced down the hall and flung open Heaven’s door. He
froze in the doorway, afraid of what he might see. Perhaps a burned skeleton
lying quietly upon her bed, the remains of a charred ball gown clinging to her
blackened bones.


But she lay silently on the bed, undisturbed in her deep
slumber. Bonita had bathed her, brushed her hair and put her in a clean
nightdress.


His gaze fell to the floor. The smoldered prom dress and
bloodied strip of fabric were gone. Her tiara sat neatly on her bedside table.


He gently lifted her hand. It was smooth as silk, and soft
as a feather. No traces of the horrific injury were left behind. He gazed at
her palm, and studied the undisturbed fingerprints. Prints which should have
been cut away, or seared beyond recognition, were clearly unmarred.


It was impossible, there must be a telltale sign somewhere.
He remembered the smell of the smoke, and the acrid smell of singed hair. It
certainly would still smell of a faint trace of smoke, if Bonita hadn’t washed
the odor away completely.


He held her hand under his nose, and sniffed her palm. The
smell of freshly scrubbed skin wafted toward him. Maybe last night was nothing but
a bad dream. He sniffed her hand again, still unconvinced.


He sniffed her wrist, and gradually sniffed his way up her
arm. The scent of her skin was nothing out of the ordinary. She was consumed in
smoke the night before, he was certain there was a burn mark or singed hair
somewhere.


“Mr. Steele?” Bonita stood in the doorway. “What are you
doing to that poor girl?”


He quickly dropped her hand to the bed. “Never mind, Bonita.
How is Bice?”


“He’s not yet awaken.”


“Thank you. Carry on.”


He gazed at the sleeping girl once more, shook his head in
disbelief and quickly left to check his fallen comrade.


* * *


Tommy followed Dr. White into his father’s office.


A picture of him alongside his mother sat proudly displayed
on the desk. He gazed at the portrait, wishing with every fiber inside he could
fall back into that dream world. He yearned for a way to somehow leap into the
past, and live within the silent plane of frozen time.


Dr. White took a seat at his father’s desk and studied at
him. “Tommy, I’ve been retired a short while, but I still act as a medical
consultant on occasion. The staff decided it would be better if I spoke with
you about your father, since he and I have worked closely for many years.”


“What’s wrong with my dad?”


“A couple of things. First, he has a closed head injury. He’ll
be fine, but I’m afraid his short term memory is gone, and he has no idea how
he was injured last night. He remembers nothing.”


“Will he get better?” Tommy fought back stinging tears.


Dr. White took a seat next to him, and handed him a box of
tissues. “Eventually. He will need rehab. He also has some internal injuries,
but they will heal. His speech seems to be affected, however, we’re hopeful in
time that will resolve.”


“When can I see him?”


“As soon as he’s awake.” The physician stared at him a
little to eagerly. “For now, I’d like to talk to you about Heaven.”


* * *
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Harmon walked into Bice’s suite, and quietly closed the door behind
him.


Bonita had indeed been busy while he’d slept the day away.
Bice’s room was also sparkling clean. Beside his bed sat a tray of food,
untouched.


He moved to the bedside and studied his friend. Bice lay
silent on the bed, his long dark hair swept back from his face. His skin was
freshly scrubbed, but a deathly pallor still clung to him. A cot had been
brought in for Hawk, on which he slept alongside Bice. An empty box of donuts
lay next to the cot.


“Bice,” he whispered, “can you hear me?”


Only silence could be heard throughout the room, except for
Bice’s ragged breaths.


He slowly pulled the sheet back, and studied his friend’s
chest. There was nothing remarkable. A normal human chest, and not a trace of
blood to be seen. Like Heaven, Bice showed no telltale signs of the disaster
which had occurred the night before. It was as if it’d never happened.


“Bice?”


Harmon whirled around. Heaven stood in the doorway, fighting
to hold herself up. “Heaven, you’re weak and you should stay in bed.”


“No. Let me sit with him, please.”


“He’s still asleep. He won’t even know you’re here.”


“He needs me.”


Harmon gazed at her. She was shaking, and obviously still
exhausted after the ordeal. Her eyes no longer burned with their usual fire,
but were dull and lifeless. He turned back to Bice. The man seemed to be in
some sort of a coma from which he may never awaken.


He pictured Heaven old and grey, still holding vigil at Bice’s
bedside. Cobwebs would dust them both, as their clothing slowly yellowed into a
sepia patina with passing time.


He sighed. Maybe somehow, someway, Bice would know she was
at his side, and finally wake. He sighed in resignation. “I’ll get your
blankets and pillow. Then, you will eat.”


He left the room without a backward glance. It was time to
find Bonita. He too would need a cot sent up, to hold vigil at Bice’s side as
well.


* * *


“I’d like you to tell me what you know about Heaven.” Dr. White
gazed at Tommy, tapping his pen lightly on the desk.


Tommy glared at the aging physician. He was tired, confused
and hungry. His life had turned into a living hell in the course of a few
hours. Now, he was being interrogated by a strange and nosey physician who
seemed to have one thing on his mind. Heaven.


Apparently his father had contacted Dr. White. Now, this man
was obviously pursuing as much information about her as possible. His father
had told him in the kitchen her wrist had healed quickly. Much too quickly.


Now, his dad remembered nothing. Yet Dr. White seemed to be
eagerly picking up where his dad left off. Something strange had happened last
night. Bice was dead in the back of the car, moments after his father had taken
Heaven hostage a second time.


His father had acted like a madman, first abducting her from
the prom and yet again when he’d stumbled upon her sitting in the driveway. It
was beginning to make sense now.


He too had chased the Limo, only a few miles separated him
from the speeding car. Harmon and Hawk managed to pull Heaven from the wreckage
and put her in the backseat with Bice’s dead body, in very short order. They’d
left him standing in the blowing wind, and quickly sped away with barely a
backward glance.


Why hadn’t the police been called? Bice was dead, he’d seen
him with his own eyes. Why weren’t the police here, interrogating him under a
bare light bulb and offering him cigarettes in return for his cooperation?


“Tommy?”


Tommy blinked at the ageing man. As he studied him, the
words his father had spoken came back with a resounding fury, “A dead child
at the hospital is suddenly walking and talking, after she left his room.”


Bits and pieces of the puzzle crashed down on him. In
momentary flashes they fell into place, leaving him breathless as the jumbled
picture in his mind began piecing itself together. Her broken wrist healed in
short order, and the cut across her knee was gone the next morning. He
remembered becoming ill in the car, thanks to Harmon’s obvious prior inability
to conquer Driver’s Ed.


It was clear now. He choked back a sob as he remembered. He’d
seen his mother that night, the moment he felt the warmth of Heaven’s palm on
his forehead. Instantly, his overwhelming nausea was no more.


Harmon and Hawk then shoved her into the backseat with a
dead man, when a normal human would have put her up front, away from the
macabre scene. An unmistakable feeling Bice was no longer dead washed over him.


Bice had told him in the study Heaven was different, without
telling him too much. He used carefully chosen words that day. Heaven was a
ticking time bomb for being discovered, and Harmon and Bice knew it all along.
They only wanted to protect her.


They knew sooner or later someone might find out the girl’s
secret. The two men had gone to great lengths to keep her mystery unsolved.
Now, his father lay in a coma all but brainwashed of the ordeal.


There was only one person left who knew too much.


Tommy stared at the physician, feeling his muscles grow
rigid and his knuckles go numb as he held the arms of the chair in a death
grip.


He would protect Heaven, at any cost.


* * *


Three days later Bice had not stirred.


His muscles were slowly becoming flaccid, his skin sallow
and pale. To make matters worse, he was loosing weight. His ribs were more
pronounced, his trousers covered skeleton-like legs and his lips were dry and
cracked.


Harmon and Heaven sat by him day and night.


Hawk and Bonita came and went, yet Harmon never offered to
tell either what truly happened that night. Neither pressed him.


Heaven refused to leave the ailing man’s side. She spoke to
him as if he could hear every word. Other times, she’d grasp his hand and
clutch it to her teary cheek. She often lay weeping against his chest,
listening to the sound of his weakened heartbeat.


Harmon watched silently. He knew if Bice didn’t wake soon,
he would never wake. The man would die of dehydration if he didn’t come around.
Maybe, he would die anyway. He’d toyed with the idea of putting him in a
hospital, but Heaven insisted to let him be.


He knew she was right. If he took Bice to the hospital, he’d
have a lot of explaining to do. He couldn’t even begin to sort things out, much
less be forced into the position of telling the tragic tale that had unfolded
on a night which should have been a fairytale.


They would take her away if he relented. If this were to
happen, he’d have no reason to exist.


But he couldn’t let Bice lay there and die. If he were not
back with the living by morning, he’d have no choice but to take him to the
hospital whether Heaven liked it or not, and suffer the consequences. He
sighed, as he slowly drifted into a restless sleep.


The clock above him ticked the hours away silently.


* * *


Tommy glanced at his watch. It was almost time for lunch break. He
hadn’t spoken to Heaven since after the Prom Friday night. Hell night.


His very first time to attend the Prom, his first time to
even have a date or a girl look at him for that matter, was nothing but searing
wreckage in his mind. A burned in memory of a fiery car on the bottom of a
desolate canyon. Searching for the body of his father as flames burned in the
distance. He shoved his books into his locker, and headed toward the lunch
room.


“Hey Tommy, do you want to sit with us?” A popular girl
asked.


“No, maybe next time.”


Her friend giggled. “He has eyes only for Heaven.”


He’d tried to call her three days straight. Her cell phone
rang endlessly each time,


finally clicking into a recording which said her mailbox was
full. He’d left her many endless messages deep into each night.


He blushed as he thought of one message in particular. A
message he desperately wished he could somehow reach through the airwaves and
pull out of her phone. He’d told her he loved her.


His face turned crimson as he thought of her reaction to
hearing that message. He was tired and worried about his father, and hadn’t
slept. He couldn’t have possibly meant it. But on the other hand maybe he did,
in a friend sort of way.


His father was awake now, mumbling and moaning about a girl
with aquamarine eyes. When the nurses asked him to clarify, he shook his head
in confusion and blurted out incomprehensible words on various medical
subjects, such as how to perform a rhinoplasty.


Tommy smiled as he thought of Ben. He was out of the
intensive ward now, and the two had spent an hour each day visiting. Ben would
be home soon, and back in school. The two made many plans, and had a lot to
look forward to.


And best of all, the strangest thing had happened when Dr.
White pressed him for details about Heaven.


The physician oddly fell victim to some sort of breakdown,
right in front of him. He’d simply told the man he’d seen his wife with another
man the night before, at a very cheap motel, in a very bad part of town. He
gave the pale physician a blow-by-blow account of the details, watching as the
man grew sickly green and fall in a faint to the floor.


The untold story of Heaven he would never hear. They carted
him away, and the last he heard the family was considering putting him in a
mental ward.


He glanced at his watch again. If he couldn’t reach her
soon, he would drive to the estate after school.


He couldn’t wait a minute longer to see his friend.


* * *


The clock ticked from somewhere in the distance, slowly waking him
with its rhythmic beat. He opened his eyes, and gazed about the room. A strange
room, but still oddly familiar.


Sunlight filtered through the window, yet he didn’t know if
it was a sunrise or a sunset. He didn’t know what day it was, or for that
matter, what month it was.


He gazed at his hands. Why, he didn’t know. They were still
there, attached to his arms, which were attached to his body. He carefully ran
his hands across his chest. He didn’t know why, but it was still there. He
heard a snore next to him, and gazed to the side of his bed.


A man with fiery hair lay asleep on a cot near him. He
struggled to remember who he might be. He blinked his eyes and studied the
stranger, trying to sort out a foggy memory. Ah, it was Harmon. Good old faint
over everything, eccentric and odd Harmon Steele.


He gazed beyond the sleeping musician. His eyes fell on a
big lumbering fellow asleep on a chair in the corner of the room. An empty
donut box rested neatly on his lap. He had graying-blonde hair, and feathers
hung from braids which framed his tired face. A rather peculiar fellow he was,
with massive arms the width of tree trunks.


He struggled deep inside, trying to put a name with the
face. Hawk, that was it. Hawk, the donut-loving bodyguard who fit right in with
their odd family.


His stare fell to the opposite side of his bed. He blinked
in surprise. An angel slept near him on a big chair, pillows and blankets were
neatly tucked around her. Her porcelain skin reminded him of his mother’s peach
cobbler, back in…back in…Philly, yes that was it, Philly. Beautiful
honey-blonde curls hung beyond her shoulders and framed her perfect doll-like
face.


He shook his head in confusion, and squinted at the
mysterious girl. He struggled inside, fighting to bring back a memory of whom
she could possibly be. He’d never before seen this angelic girl in his life.
Frustrated, he sat up to get a closer look, hoping to remember something about
her.


He could recall nothing.


He sighed in despair, confused and saddened he couldn’t
remember who she could be. He lay back on the pillow, tears of sorrow slowly
filling his dark eyes.


Minutes later he determinedly wiped them away. He struggled
to the edge of the bed and stared once again at the unknown angel. Quietly, he
picked up the largest book he could grasp. It nearly fell from his hands, but
he slowly managed to pull it onto the bed next to him.


He heaved himself up, panting in exhaustion. Finally, he
caught his breath and launched the book into the air, watching in glee as it
spun madly about and crashed to earth.


“What in the world?” Heaven leapt from the chair, taking
with her a tangle of blankets and pillows. She rubbed the knot on her head, and
glared at Bice.


Bice smiled at her sweetly, and fluttered his dark lashes.
He pointed to the bookshelf behind the chair, and grinned. “It must’ve fallen.”


She whirled around and stared at the empty wall. “There is
no bookcase there, Bice.” She turned back to him. “Bice?”


He smiled at the girl. “Heaven!”


“Oh, Bice!” She rushed to him and leapt into his
outstretched arms.


“My dear, dear girl.” He whispered as he held her close. “Thank
you, Heaven. Thank you.”
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After he regained his strength, Bice was overcome with the sudden
urge to study hurricanes. He bought book after book, relentlessly pouring over
them late into each night. Once in awhile if the notion struck him, he’d toss
one at Heaven and point to an invisible bookcase behind her.


Harmon fretted for weeks over the loss of his prized
Ferrari. Finally, with Bice and Hawk at his side for support, he managed to
somberly enter his garage. He eventually picked out another, in a different
color. But it just wasn’t the same as the shiny red one.


Hawk continued to work for the odd family, and on occasion
if he talked sweetly to Bonita, she’d fry him up a batch of tasty donuts. He
never asked what happened that awful night. Because deep down he knew, and
besides, he didn’t talk much anyway.


Tommy and Heaven remained the best of friends. She told him
his father tossed her cell phone into the darkness that dreadful night. He
breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe one day he would tell her he loved her. But
for now, he was happy to be her best friend.


Harmon gave him back the Lamborghini. Now, girls were
falling at his feet like gumballs each time he turned the key. But he was
always on his way to a certain secluded mansion on a hill to visit a very odd
family, and to see a very special girl. A lovely girl with aquamarine eyes.


He turned the key and smiled, as the racecar’s engine roared
to life...


* * *
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